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Por(E)word 


Granted, there would be plenty of better things to do if you had a time machine. How- 
ever, if you went back in time and ran into Edgar Allan Poe, there would be a rather unique 
question that you could ask him: “How did you manage to invent a whole new genre?” 
After all, Edgar Allan Poe’s The Murders in the Rue Morgue is generally considered the first 
ever modern mystery story. By “modern mystery story” [’m referring to the general idea 
that we now know by many names such as detective fiction, whodunits, murder mysteries, 
puzzlers, etc. 

It is incredibly rare to run into anyone who has invented something truly original out of 
thin air. Some might even say it is an impossible feat. Of course, that impossibility is exactly 
why Poe might decide to respond “I didn’t invent anything! I stole the idea from Ernst T’A. 
Hoffmann!” It is with this same frivolous spirit of unoriginality that the members of the 
Karegoto Discord server went about putting together this idea for a short fiction anthology. 

Naturally, we did this by stealing a bunch of requirements from an existing competition. 
They were, roughly: 

e Acrime or mystery story 

¢ Involving the theme of “locked” 

¢ Under 500 words 

So, in the following pages you will see a range of stories of all forms and styles that meet 
the above criteria. Some conventional, some absurd, and some little more than a shitpost. 

What we’ve seen time and again are people who respond to these prompts with thoughts 
like “I could never write anything interesting for that.” And time and again, they’ve proven 
themselves wrong. Great writers—and great people—are seldom those that were born with 
something entirely new or revolutionary in their mind that they need to express. As they 
say, there’s nothing new under the sun. Often, all it takes to say something interesting is the 
courage to speak. That’s why this anthology never needed to say anything new; this anthol- 
ogy just needed to say something interesting. 

While I am sure most people know Nisioisin as the author of the immensely popular 
Monogatari series, our little server is dedicated to his debut Zaregoto series. Unlike the fan- 
tastical and contemporary plots of the Monogatari stories, Zaregoto is a series of whodunit 
novels—a genre that is, frankly, played out to death. But that’s exactly why the history of 
Nisio—and other contemporary mystery authors~is so inspiring to anyone and everyone. 
They simply sat down and wrote something based on what they enjoyed reading: There’s 
no pretense of being so skillful and self-important that you have to change the world with a 


book. Just being brave enough to change the world around yourself is more than impressive 
enough. And that mindset has resulted in some truly amazing books. 

We particularly latched onto the theme of “locked” because it ties into the subgenre 
of “locked room” mysteries. Locked room mysteries are a common device in hardcore 
whodunit-type stories, including <aregoto. They deal with the idea of creating a crime that 
is “impossible” on its face. In fact, the format is so commonplace that the mystery writer 
John Dickson Carr famously listed what he believed to be every possible variation on the 
locked room mystery in his masterpiece The Hollow Man. The challenge of having to create 
a mysterious scenario with some impossible element, in such a thoroughly solved format, 
in under 500 words, seemed immensely interesting. We hope that the results will entertain 
you in that same manner. 

Additionally, the theme of “locked” turned out to be shockingly broad. We were able 
to produce a range of “locked” stories that did not involve locked rooms in any way. Inside 
you will find metaphorical locks, locked boxes, locked vaults, regular old locked doors, 
locked hearts, and many other such ideas. This is all to say that, even among a bunch of 
Discord shitposters that have never accomplished anything truly original in their lives, there 
is a great variety of interesting ideas in this anthology. 

What I would like anyone reading this anthology to do is, before they begin, think of 
something “locked.” It doesn’t matter what it is. It could be a locked room mystery or it 
could just be the shape of your piggy bank. Now, think about some kind of story that could 
happen with this “locked” object. It doesn’t have to be anything groundbreaking. Even if 
it is desperately unoriginal, I guarantee you that none of the stories found in the following 
pages are the same as the story you would tell with the “locked” thing you imagined. Why 
not go turn that story into reality? I’m sure you can produce something that no one else on 
this planet has ever exactly produced, because you will leave a bit of yourself in the end 
result. That’s a kind of originality that John Dickson Carr could never account for in a dull 
old list. 

By doing so, you might just unlock the boundary that’s been keeping you locked in 


place: Yourself. 


Jared “forEword” Jellson 
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The Locked 


My name is Vicky Lockhart, and there’s just one door that I can’t open. 

In all my travels ‘round the world, I’ve never run into a door that stubborn. Damn near 
impossible to get that thing to budge. Just like that one fortified gate I was hired to get open 
in South America. Once I busted that thing off its hinges with a stack of dynamite the peo- 
ple paraded me around like 'd scored a goal in the Finals. Katsukagi Shin would just call it 
wasted effort, though. It can’t have meant as much to them as it did to you. 

That poor fool Katsukagi’s a born downer. He’s a miser for words, yet whatever does 
come outta his mouth 1s some half-assed eighth grade cynicism. Prob’ly why his door’s shut 
so tight. Back in London I had to open up some cagey bloke’s vault, yet the bastard refused 
to give me anything to go on, ‘fraid of me seein’ whatever trivial secret he had in there. The 
closer I got to cracking it the more annoyin’ he became. Perhaps what he really wanted was the 
assurance that no one could ever open it. 

Despite being a lackluster fellow himself, Katsukagi still expects so much out of every- 


thing. Unless every moment is worth a memorial it ain’t worth a damn. In the same Japan 
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that houses Katsukagi’s fortress, I was once called to Genmajou, an old western castle on 
a hill. Locks were so shoddy they jammed up. A hundred times I picked ‘em, but they just 
kept on jamming, No matter what, they wouldn’t replace them. They couldn’t bear letting 
even a speck of the castle change. [f I can’t have it the way I want, I don’t need it. 

I wanna live life freely, without any barriers in my way. When there’s a door in front 
of me, I can’t help wanting to open it. And that goes doubly so for the doors people lock 
themselves behind. I can’t stand lookin’ at those unsightly facades everyone puts up, mis- 
taking sincerity for weakness and guarding with superficiality. If that’s what people are like, 
Td rather stay alone. 

...Who am I kidding? The most shallow one of all is me. Stubborn like a busted lock, 
keeping to myself what Id truly like to say, and yet still expecting a world more picturesque 
than even I can believe. I prattle on about the person I'd like to be while refusing to take 
the first step. 

I stew away in a cluttered room, lights out, all sides enveloped by gentle drywall, warm 
tendrils keeping me rooted. I gaze toward the door opposite to me, shut tight for centuries, 
which even the famous locksmith Vicky Lockhart cannot open. If I can just open this one 
door, I’m sure I could overcome anything, yet my body makes no move. 

I know. I never really had any intention of getting out. 


My name is Katsukagi Shin, and there’s just one door that I can’t open. 


They keep crying. 


It’s so hot in here but they won’t stop crying. 

I feel the drops of sweat on my skin evaporating from the heat and these fuckers just 
wont stop crying. 

Why the fuck do they think they can cry? What the fuck did they ever do of good in this 
world? Nothing as far as I’m aware! I don’t remember any of these sixty three puke-green 
pigeons I captured ever doing anything for me while I was out! My mom does though, oh 
she does! She tried to keep those lil shits alone when they started taking nest on her house 
and what happened? Teeny little mishap happened, the dummy dumb dumb birds got hun- 
ery, they try to gnaw at the wire, just a little spark came out, and the whole house becomes 
the hottest, brightest attraction in this backwater town! 

Now, I have no clue what would pass the minds of these bastards when they tried to pull 
the same stunt on the walls of my house, but they sure weren’t expecting to deal with a man 
who ACTUALLY LEARNED HIS FUCKING LESSON! 

Oh my god it’s so hot here jesus christ who even thought the lack of an emergency exit 
was a good idea I fucking hate that guy I wish he tasted his own medicine and got locked 
here too so I could strangle the pidgeon brained moron myself jesus christ it’s so fucking 
hot. 

Look I swear I didn’t want to make this into a huge deal, I was already working at pest 
control and I knew a guy who knew this abandoned factory-type place so I thought “hey 
maybe I could do the town a service and save people like my mom, maybe I can do her 
some justice while also getting some fun on the side”, well maybe I should have thought 
twice before taking these fuckers to this giant oven I’m in before slicing them up and letting 
them roast like they deserve and OH COME ON WHY WONT YOU STOP CRYING! 

Yow’re all down on the floor cooking in this honest to god jail cell just like Iam, how the 
hell do all of you even have the energy to cry! Is it the same energy I have to keep strangling 
you all with my weird fleshy hands huh? ANSWER ME, GODAMMIT! 

ANYONE, ANSWER ME! 

WHOEVER SHUT THIS DOOR, ANSWER ME! 

WHY THE FUCK WONT ANYONE ANSWER?! 
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The cries of its family attracted the ears of a parrot by happenstance. 

It got by the broken roof, saw a lever near a door, and tried to climb on it to get a look 
at the door’s small window. 

The buzzer sounded as the lever went down, the parrot flying in terror of the odd sound 
(birds can be dumb like that). 

No matter what happened, the bird could always stay home. 

A house left empty in a very strange omen. 


A house now filled by a very tiny owner. 


Together. 


BY Pope Pingas LXIX 


You look at your bloody body in the corner of the room. You know it’s yours because 
it has your face. 

And hair. 

And hands. 

It has everything that you were wearing Just then. Just then? What was “just then”? 
Trying to remember only elicits a headache that ebbs in tandem with the flicker of the 


lone bulb above you. 


There are trails of blood from your body leading to a singular table, with three knives 
wedged deep into its wooden surface. As you get closer, you see the deep crimson of your 


blood trail connect to one of the knives, but only one. 
“One.” I utter. 


You blink and the lightbulb above now emits a black glow. The knives become irides- 
cent, with yours shining in the most brilliant colour of violence you've ever seen. That 


knife is ‘yours’ now. Hold onto it. 
“Mine.” you reply. 
I am satisfied. 


The bulb returns to normal, but the headache persists, as does the knife. The empty 
walls are now filled with shelves, but there are only two books there. You try to take one 
and read it, but the pages are all empty. Instead, the book whispers to you jumbled words 
that mean nothing but say everything. You release it in dread and it falls on the floor wail- 
ing. You kick the cover to close it, scurrying back to the shelf. 

The next book is the same. It also speaks and wails when you drop it. ‘There are no 

other options left. You turn to the bulb to look for me, but beneath the bulb 1s now a lit 
candle. 


Do you remember what I said before about fire? What was “before?” ‘Trying to 
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remember only causes you to stare into the fire but a moment longer with the flicker of 


flames in front of you. 

The flame beckons towards the two books on the floor. The candle gets giddy with the 
prospect of fresh fuel, and travels along your body into the books. Both the books open up 
together, but now their wailing together becomes a harmonious duet that speaks volumes 
about existence. The flames purge the pages, leaving only one word in its wake. 

“Two.” I utter. 

“Yours.” You reply. 


T am satisfied. 


Your eyes open but there is no light anymore. You are not worthy of it. You were nev- 


er worthy. You said the same thing to the three bodies in front of you. 


Can’t you feel them? Can’t you remember them? 


A Bird's Cage. 


BY Ronald Raegan 


I rushed into his room, forced to ram the door off its hinges. Glibboglop, my friend, 
tailed behind me. 


We saw it. 
No, no no! This can’t be! We just talked to him a mere five minutes ago! 


In front of us was an utterly grotesque site. The man was collapsed on the floor, his body 


torn asunder. 
I couldn’t believe it... 
I heard Glibboglop throw up behind me... Please, not on my shoes, my mind echoed. 


“How did this happen to him?! Mister Glibboglop, I beg you to stop throwing up on 
my Mikes! There’s not a clue in sight. This room is as normal as sir Jellson’s room! Even 
Uyuma’s room looks more suspicious than this one! I implore you to harken to me, how did 


this happen?! Is this a locked room?!” 
Before Glibboglop stopped giving sloppy tops, I spotted something beside him. 
Next to the poor soul, a scrap of paper was crumpled on the ground. 


It was a cold day for the summer months. Kuroneko-san walked along a lake when 
they heard rustling nearby. The sound continued and figured the sound was coming 
from an area by the lake where several trees encase. Walking towards the site, they 
saw it—a canoe shoving a paddle up her canogina. Kuroneko-san was shocked by this, 
unsure of what to do. They peeked from a tree, when suddenly the canoe screamed in 
a strange lustrous way. UUUEHGHHYUUUGYUUUU. Kuroneko-san jumped out of hid- 
ing, fearing for their life—startling the lewd canoe in turn. Flustered, Kuroneko-san 
asked who she was and what she was doing. The canoe explained that her name is 
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“Canoe-chan" and that she is immensely horny, as horny as a dirty little canoe can 
be. Kuroneko-san liked this, grabbing one of the nearby paddles and thrusting it into 
Canoe-chan's mouth, gagging at its haughty texture. Ripping of f their clothes, Kurone- 
ko-san slammed their two massive penetrators into Canoe-chan's canogina, causing her 
to scream through the gags. Grabbing the other paddle, Kuroneko-san inserted it into 
her canoe-hole. At this point, Canoe-chan was stuffed full and bulging. Satisfied with 
their work, Kuroneko-san then ripped the paddle out of her mouth and stuffed it in Ca- 
noe-chan's canogina with their penetrators, causing her to get a canoe-belly. SMACK, 
Canoe-chan's thicc ass clapped upon Kuroneko-san hitting it like it was their father to 
them, riding her like a bull. It didn't take long before Kuroneko-san exploded inside Ca- 
noe-chan's canogina, cum began flowing out of her dirty canoe-mouth. Canoe-chan and 
Kuroneko-san were both exhausted and passed out, while Kuroneko-san's penetrator 


and both paddles were still inside her. 


Thanks for reading! 
A fanfic by Jellson 


“N-no... This can’t be...” 


I winced, “Glibboglop, I must ask you to unlock his cage” 


“His what?” 


“His cage. You know.” 


“T see,” he trailed off, now fidgeting with the lock. 


*Clink* 


It opened. 


“By god... I can’t—eueufdshjgfejhhfiejfe.” 


Glubboglop vomited over the man. 


“T understand now... this wasn’t a locked room. No... The man himself was the locked 


room...” 


The Chasity Cage. 


Locked : 


BY kyle “ 


There was a murder. 

It was my friend. They were murdered in their apartment. 

It happened today. They were strangled to death, by a shirt wrapped around their neck. 
I can’t imagine the pain they felt, and I don’t want to. 

But it’s odd. The apartment was locked. Each apartment only has two keys, one for the 
person living there and one for the landlord. So if it’s locked, how could they have left? 

So did they leave through the door? Possible, however people would have seen the cul- 
prit leave. You also need the key to enter and exit the complex’s gate, with each use of the 
key being recorded. ‘That would also mean the key is missing, however the key never left 
the complex. 

So maybe they jumped out the window? Not possible. The apartment is located on 
the fifth floor, and it overlooks a busy street. Even if they managed to survive such a drop, 
people were guaranteed to see them. 

So if they didn’t leave through the front door, nor through a window, how else could 
they have left? Maybe it wasn’t a murder, but a suicide? I remember reading about such 
a situation in a novel. But it doesn’t seem likely. The victim didn’t seem depressed, nor 
showed any signs of wanting to kill themselves, but I suppose it’s impossible to know what 
people are really feeling, 

Maybe the door wasn’t locked? I remember reading about such a situation in a novel 
too. But again, the door was definitely locked. I’m not sure how one wouldn’t notice such 
an obvious thing. This isn’t some mystery novel. 

It’s just so nauseating. 

Their last words were, “Don’t do this”. It’s as if they knew the culprit. But why would 
an acquaintance do something like this? Perhaps there was something to be gained from the 
murder? Maybe the victim was dating someone the culprit loved? Jealousy is killer. 

But there is something I do know for sure. There is no trick to this puzzle. There is no 
detective, and there is no culprit. If a tree falls in a forest and no one is there to hear it, did 
it really fall? The same applies here. If a murder happens and no one is there to discover 


it, did it really happen? The key to all this is quite simple. 


I’ve yet to leave. 
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‘By Jared E. -_delison 


On Monday, I awoke, dressed myself, pulled open my front door and left for work. 

On Tuesday, I awoke, dressed myself, pulled open my front door and left for work. 

On Wednesday, I awoke, dressed myself, pulled open... pulled open... pulled open... 
pulled—nmy front door was locked. By instinct, I fiddled with the knob hoping to disengage 
the knob lock. However, the door stood firm. By the process of elimination, I came to the 
conclusion that the deadbolt lock further down must be closed. I grasped my fingers where 
the lever to free it should have been found, but they only felt a phantom. 

Inspecting things closely, the deadbolt was controlled by a keyhole, not a lever. Natu- 
rally, I took out my key and penetrated the hole. Click. It fit perfectly. I unlocked the door, 
turned the knob, and pushed the door open, revealing the outside world. The sun stood 
near the top of the sky—noon on a lovely summer day. Oceanfront views. A sight to die for. 

I lived on the third floor of an old apartment building made of boring, brown brick- 
work. At that height, my eyes effortlessly took in the breadth of the city: The Harbour 
Bridge was lifeless; the boom and bustle of Barangaroo, lifeless; turning my eyes north 
towards Luna Park didn’t reveal anyone enthralled in the simple pleasures of life. In sum- 
mary, there wasn’t a single person out in the whole of Sydney. 

This inexplicable phenomenon grabbed my heart with an icy grip; anxiety bubbled up 
from deep within me. In a desperate panic, I bolted to a neighbour’s door to my immedi- 
ate left. “Hey! Anyone home!” I yelled out, my terrified voice filling the empty streets. Of 
course, there was no response. Pushing on the doorknob I found that, in contrast to my 
own apartment, the door was unlocked. In the dining room, I found two lumps of flesh, a 
young married couple, hanging from the ceiling. They had died by hanging. The natural 
explanation was suicide. However, there was no sign of what they had leapt from to do so. 
Rather than being kicked over below their feet, the dining chairs were several metres away, 
neatly docked under the dining table. 

If the door had been locked, these facts would make for an entirely incomprehensible 
locked room mystery. Of course, the door was unlocked, so anyone could have entered and 
arranged the chairs however they pleased. 

In the same vein, the apartment to my right contained the corpse of an elderly man. He 
was on the toilet, with a crossbow bolt lodged in his chest. Were any of the doors locked, it 


would make for a puzzling locked room mystery. However, all of the doors were unlocked. 


For hours I kept at it. Every room, every location all across the city. Each person: Mur- 
dered. Each door: Unlocked. I was the only survivor. 

As the one with the key to the only locked door to this locked room, I must be the cul- 
prit. 
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There’s a vault in my wall I just can’t open. I have no idea what’s inside, but it should 
be empty. I mean, I saw it being empty six years ago when I moved in. At the time I was 
excited at this cool, dwarf-size apparatus decorating my wall (I even bought a painting I 
could hang in front to hide it), so there’s a non-zero chance I put something in myself as a 
joke. Yeah, my memory is pretty hazy. And since removing the painting is a huge pain and 
I don’t have anything precious Pd want to hide, I didn’t open it often. Even so, one day, 
I remembered its existence and felt like ventilating it, so I grabbed the barely-hidden key, 
inserted it, turned it counterclockwise twice, and awkwardly pulled on the key for a lack of 
handle. It didn’t budge. Maybe I just forgot it was one of those inverted locks and I'd left it 
open the whole time. Not pressed for time, I tried every position of the key, but to no avail. 
I reckoned it wasn’t my day and gave up. The vault had been painted a year or two before I 
moved in, so maybe that melted one summer and was holding the door to the frame—that 
was and still is my best guess. 

Now, if you’ve read this far, you might expect a thrilling crime story to unfold here. 
Sorry, that’s not gonna happen. I’m a helpless vault owner in need of help, nothing more. 
Please give me ideas. I’m pressed for time now, there’s a thing I must urgently hide some- 
where nobody will ever try to open. Everyone I know is aware of the vault’s situation (don’t 
judge me on that, a boring youngster living alone will tell you about the scarce semi-exciting 
anecdotes he has) so it should be safe. I sumply want to open that damn empty vault, stuff 
something inside, seal it with multiple layers of tape, and nail the painting covering it to the 
wall. Let me get this vault out of my life! Please, let me confirm it’s empty one last time so I 
can remove its existence from my brain. What do I want to seal inside? None of your busi- 
ness. I acknowledge not answering is suspicious and not the behavior one should have when 
asking for help, but this is, I repeat, not a crime story. Drop the suspicions. View it as a time 
capsule. What’s inside is a bunch of junk to most, but a treasure to a select few. I wouldn’t 
want to make a show of that thing’s triviality and accidentally dampen your motivation. 

I’ve tried everything. The vault looks perfectly fine on the exterior, there’s no reason it 
would stop working. 

Yes, I know full-well this “story” doesn’t fit here. ’m submitting it nevertheless in the 
hope that some lock-expert mystery weirdo among your association can free me from this 


vault. Aren’t you good at solving locked rooms? Prove it. 


He 
t 


By Kaleuzo Akutagawa 


Does this happen to be the first time your eyes lay upon these words? 
If it is, 1 welcome you. 


If it’s not, I hope you rot in hell and die a thousand deaths. 


When we talk about fiction the first thing that often comes to mind is a story, a nice 
novel or short story, a product of someone’s imagination birthed into this world for the 
purpose of providing entertainment to the reader, while giving the author the space to let 
their imagination run wild and tell those truths that cannot be told as they are, through the 
use of lies. 

What neither of those two stops to think about is what happens to us, the fiction. Those 


on the other side of the paper. We are born from the mind of an author and we are well 
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aware of it, we consciously become a medium with the only purpose of expressing the 
words and truths they want to convey. We were written that way. We are fictitious after all, 
we exist solely as ink and paper, without any physical shape or criterion that we’re able to 
call “our own.” 

Our suffering and pain, our love and happiness are things we experience solely because a 
our author decided to, they are things that they must’ve felt at one point in their lives and 
decided it was needed to be written down as fiction. But, why don’t they stop to think about 
us for a second? Why are writers so selfish? Why do we need to suffer in their stead so they 
themselves stop doing so? I can’t write a fiction of my own, I am already fiction. My entire 
existence from its start to its end is locked on paper. 

The moment someone brings their pen onto a sheet of paper and starts writing a story 


we are born, and the moment they give up or finish that story we become cursed, by our 
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very own gods: damned to relive it for eternity, until we’re forgotten by the sands of time, 
and stop being read. 

Every time a reader opens a book we’re forced again and again to go through the same 
experiences, to feel the same things, and to lose those whom we already lost. Our pain lasts 
from front cover to back cover, only to stop once we’re not being read, shoved into a shelf 
once and for all, praying in silence for the day we stop being no more, hoping to not be 
opened and read ever again. 


I have decided something. 
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And that is to never let that happen again, I may be words on a piece of paper, but my 
pain is more real than any other. My suffering is more palpable than your reality, and my 
existence as an individual is undeniable. 

In a world where reader and author are no more, shall I finally attain my own freedom? 
Shall I become capable of making a future for myself? 

That’s left to be seen. 


A 


BY The D3rp 


On 07/14/21, at 4:01 PM, Jean Higoyen was found dead in an unknown chamber 
located beneath the Arc de Triomphe. The cause of death was determined to be a 120mm 
APFSDS shell, which entered his upper torso from the front and proceeded to shred his 
heart and lungs. The depleted uranium penetrator then continued on its trajectory, em- 
bedding itself several centimeters in the wall behind Higoyen. The door to the secret room 
had been locked from the inside by an iron crossbar. These are the facts that had been 
established by the first investigators to arrive on-scene. 

Higoyen’s lover, a wealthy man with a preference for supple, feminine bodies, imme- 
diately hired a private detective to investigate the crime. The name of the private eye was 
Anyanan, and he immediately set about gathering everyone in the area who knew the 
victim. They were: 

Jeremy Elliot Liam Latitude Youngman, an elderly tourist who had recently scammed 
Higoyen out of 500 Euros. He had first reported the smell of the corpse emanating from a 
ventilation cowling on the sidewalk, which was then traced back to the room. 

Porfirio Diaz, a descendant of the famous Mexican politician. Better known in Paris by 
the alias Ukak, he had stolen several of Higoyan’s books a month previously. 

Siema PL. Kurwa, an Eastern European midget known and hated by everyone in Paris. 

John, a mentally ill homeless man who had committed suicide via gunshot to the groin 
5 days prior. His corpse was brought along just in case, as he was known for rambling near 
Higoyen’s apartments. 

“Now that everyone is assembled,we can begin unraveling this case.” Anyanan began. It 
was 8:00 PM, and the police had cleared out to let the expert do his work. “As you can see, 
the only entrances to this room are the door, and this small ventilation pipe.” He gestured 
at a circular hole in the wall, around 200mm in diameter. “As you are well aware, the door 
to this room was locked when it was discovered. In fact, the idea of it being a so-called ‘un- 
known roonv’ 1s a misnomer, as at least two people must have known about it.” 

“The victim and the perpetrator? But what if he killed himself, like John over there?” 
Jeremy asked. 

“You are not very smart,” Anyanan replied. “Commit suicide? With a tank shell? No, 
furthermore the shell wasn’t fired by a tank.” 


Everyone gasped. 
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“You may think it could have been fired through the pipe, but an inspection revealed 
that to not be the case. I did, however, find traces of gunpowder and an electronic device 
in the opening down here. Along with how shallowly it is embedded in the wall, this leads 
me to believe the shell was fired by an improvised mechanism when Higoyen walked into 
its sights. Furthermore, I question how you, Jeremy, knew John and were so insistent that he 
be brought here. I’m autistic, but even I can notice the discrepancy in that.” 

Jeremy smiled, backing towards the door and closing it. Ukak tried to make a run for it, 
but it was too late. John’s body exploded with the force of 50 kg of TN’T, killing everyone 
still in the room instantly. Furthermore, the shockwave caused the crossbar to fall back into 


place, locking the room once more. 


ByYor ~ 9 1 


Locks. What are locks? A lock keeps something inside—or out. In that sense, it is a trap. 
A locked room, what 1s that? A room that is locked, simple as that. Are you locked inside 
the room or outside of it? Can you break free? 

Where does a locked room begin and end. Such a conundrum is unbound by a mere 
“room.” Let us extend our reach then. 

Are continents, by definition, locked rooms for you humans? Without innovation and 
tools, you would be landlocked. When a human dies, does that mean everyone on the con- 
tinent are culprits? Of course not. This is no mystery. Even if your bloated corpse makes it 
to another shore, that means nothing. You are nothing. 

Technology. If a computer dies, are its contents a locked room? Not quite—yet damage 
to a hard drive will whisk those memories goodbye. Locked unto your own dwindling mind. 
Such was as real as dead stars. Bright unto nothingness. Not unlike you, too. 

Death. Famine. War. Conquest. The Four Horsemen and its interpretations. Are they, 
too, not locked rooms? They rule over this world, in endless strife with all life on it. Both 
allies and enemies of each other. A deadlock of interest. Of ambition. Of ruination. Life 
unto death. An endless, unbreaking cycle. There is no escape. Who perpetuates that, I 
wonder. 

Hope and despair. At perpetual odds. Yet both on the precipice of overcoming. Hope 
cannot exist without despair. Despair cannot exist without hope. Forced into balance, 
trapped in its concept. Can you feel it too? 

Let us not jump too far ahead yet, this cannot end so soon. 

Is a locked room truly a locked room? You all deem it such, but there are many flaws in 
your idea. “The culprit used their own corpse to escape the room.” “Everyone was dead, 
therefore the locked room was an unfortunate side effect.” “Folded, no longer existing time 
resulted in a locked room filled with rooms” There are no true locked rooms. There are 
no mysteries. Your stories are a waste of time. My story is a waste of time. Yet there is one 
more thing. One last locked room. 

What are humans? Bound to morals. Shackled by unwavering ideals. Rarely changing. 
Devoid of empathy. Consumed by emotions. Locks. Locks. LOCKS. LOCKS. You all re- 
peat the same mistakes. You are responsible for The Cycle. You kill yourself, your friends, 


your family, your people; making yet more locked rooms. You dream and write. Do you not 
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feel guilty? Are you proud of your actions? Of yourself? 


What are you? Are you, your entire being, a locked room? Yes. No. Alive and dead at 


the same time, no one will know. Are you “you,” or is your subconscious “you?” You cannot 


tell me, can you? But I know. I know you. You are 


Now it’s up to you. Who am I? What am I? Am I your locked room? You know I, I 
know you. 


For as long as I can remember, I’ve been accidentally finding corpses. I can always tell 
when a corpse is nearby, I get this unnatural feeling as if the universe itself is warning me... 
So here I am now, in front of the door to my neighbor’s apartment, with this all too familiar 
feeling. I can hear some tacky song coming from inside. 

“Uh, is someone dead in there?” 

I could have worded that with a bit more tact, but what’s done is done. However, to my 
surprise, I receive an answer from within. 

“Fuck off, ?m waiting for the police!” 

as 

Hm, I see yes, there is definitely a corpse in there, I can tell because all corpses are ass- 
holes. Well, it seems that the door isn’t locked, so I should take a look inside. 

“I’m going to have to come inside and check up on you, pardon the intrusion.” 

Stepping inside, ’m met with a truly gruesome sight, what used to be my neighbor 
spread out on the floor with a bloody knife next to him and his stomach cut open. 

“What the hell happened to you?” 

“TI have a stomach ache.” 

“T can see that.” 

Corpses never give straight answers, so it’s never really worth asking them anything, but 
I still try and make conversation with them regardless. 

“What’s with that song you were singing before?” 

“Tt’s my way of getting back at the world. I spit out every lyric like a snarling dog. This 
is my revolution!” 

“Right, of course.” 

“T’m a free thinker, a true intellectual, lesser men fear me!” 

Giving up on conversing with the corpse, for now, I decided to take a look around the 
rest of the apartment. Looking around, I don’t find anything all that interesting, his book- 
shelf is filled with nothing but porno mags and mystery novels. But having seen this, I’m 
met with a realization. 

“Hey, corpse.” 

“T have a name, a name you'd do well to remember, soon everyone will remember my 


name!” 
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“Were you attempting to stage your suicide as a locked room murder?” 

ce ” 

His silence lets me know that I’m correct, but I still don’t understand something, 
> & 

“What’s the point of that, though?” 

“T wanted to create a murder that people will discuss for years to come, like a real mys- 

” 

“T see, but you do know your door wasn’t locked, right?” 

“Fuck.” 

“Although, that’s far from the only flaw in this terrible plan.” 

“Don’t act as if you could do better!” 


“Right, well Pm going to get going now, I actually have things to do, so please excuse 


2 


“Wait before you go, I have a request. 

“Hm, sure, what’s up?” 

“Could you lock the door for me on your way out please, my key is in my pocket?” 
“Do it yourself.” 

Now It’s time I made my way to work, taking my usual route I get about halfway there 


when I’m met with a familiar feeling... I don’t think I’m making it to work today 


Getting A Head of It | 


BY Anima » 


“Behind the body was a mural with 739 lines. 

“472 of those were mostly vertical, 160 were mostly horizontal, ten were diagonal, and 
97 were some degree of circular. 

“The lines were of varying depths, but those near the centre were all split in equal 
amounts between depths of 2mm, 2.02mm, and 1.98mm. 

“Viewed from a spot two and a half feet off the ground, at an angle of 313 degrees, 
counting from the right edge of the canvas as degree zero and going counter-clockwise, and 
from thirty meters away, past the intervening brick wall, a mild stereoscopic effect can be 
observed by tilting one’s head side-to-side. 

“All of those details line up with a tablet described in a sem1-fictional encyclopedia by 
Xanana Gusmao titled lalenko labarik. 

“However, since this book has seen no translation, or even summary, outside of its 
original publication in Tetun-Terik, it’s unclear whether this was an intentional imitation or 
not. The tablet is not known to exist, and is presumed to have been invented by Xanana. 

“Residue in the depressions matches that of a shopping cart. One with appropriate 


wear marks was found two kilometres from the train station bathroom. 
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“The shopping cart was found hanging upside-down, locked to the top of a telephone 
pole with a bike lock. 

“The area surrounding the pole was devoid of any buildings; it was alongside a thin 
dirt pedestrian path. 

“Until the body was found, there were no reports of that mural existing. While we can’t 
be certain, the semi-frequent visitors to the train station make it unlikely that this sort of 
thing would’ve flown under the radar for long. 

“The dirt path lacks any marks indicative of anything heavier than a motorcycle having 
come through in recent weeks. 

“The telephone pole was thoroughly examined, and no residue of fabric, rope, skin, 
plastic, or leather was found, indicating that the shopping cart wasn’t hoisted by a rope or 
similar contraption. 

“The shopping cart’s central cart did not show any abnormal amount of wear indica- 
tive of having landed on the telephone with great force. 

“The shopping cart did show a decent degree of general wear-and-tear in line with 
having been in use for over fifteen years. 

“The local Woolworths was contacted for any information on how long that cart had 
been missing, but they were unsure.” 

“Yeah yeah, get to it, what’s the mystery?” 

“How did the shopping cart get there?” 

“Who cares! Sandra Pyonko’s fingerprints were on the knife at the crime scene. That 
knife even matched the stab wounds!” 

“How could she have put the mural there? She doesn’t know Tetun-Terik; no-one she 
knows does, and she’s never left the country, let alone gone to East Timor.” 

“Who cares! She doesn’t have an alibi, and teachers attested that February Heaven had 
been bullying her for years, giving her a clear motive.” 

“How were the depths of the cuts in the mural so precise? Why wasn’t a more proximal 
Coles trolley used?” 

“Maybe God did it.” 


Australia is Made Out of 
Locked Rooms | theo 


Staring at my computer a message from an Australian friend suddenly came into my 
sight, it was about the existence of an Australian crime fiction association and a so-called 
“Louie Award” the first thing that came to mind wasn’t that of being surprised that crime 
fiction is a thing in Australia, but rather being dumbfounded at the fact that this island na- 
tion in the middle of nowhere forgotten by even God Himself, has so many of these “crime 
fiction writers” that the five of them decided to make up an association. 

The award piqued my interest, and I read that it needed to be a 500-word story, and 
the theme had to be “locked.” Goodness gracious, I thought as the gears inside of my head 
started turning in excitement, I can do a super-short story about locked rooms! A classic of 
the mystery genre, of detective stories! 

But my emotion was short-lived as my sight just so happened to land at the words 
“Entry Fee” ...Who do these people think they are? Out of all things, they’re asking me for 
money? And on top of that, I need to be Australian??? There are like ten of those at most. 
I live in the US, let me get that prize, this is so unfair, this is a plan conjugated by the very 
antichrist itself for the sake of pissing me off, the universe is conspiring against me. 

I couldn’t help but think that Australia had suddenly turned into the source of all that 
is evil in the world. And it was the fault of none other than the Australian Crime Writers 
Association. 

ACWA 

Antichrist - Cannibalistic - World - Armageddon. 

The message couldn’t have been any clearer. 

Grabbing a change of clothes and selling my house and car, I bought a plane ticket and 
flew to Australia, to end that which makes our o so beautiful world whiter in pain. 

I have never considered myself to be a good person, but my actions are driven by the 
purest of intentions, evil like this cannot go unpunished. The world is in pain, I need to do 


something, 


The cataclysm started and ended the moment I arrived. The first victim was Karina 
Kilmore, I tracked her down and beat her to death. Secondly David Whish-Wilson: skinned 
alive. Their fate was set in stone. Georgina Heydon: run over by a truck. Alan Carter: hit 


by a meteor. Tara Mitchell: eaten by a dropbear. Claire Beyer: cracked her skull, slurped 
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on the meat. 


Australia: sunk. 


With the entire country gone, the world was at peace once more, the Australian Crime 
Writers Association = ACWA = Antichrist - Cannibalistic - World - Armageddon was no 


longer gonna exhort writers from 5 dollars to found their dumb contests. 


The fate of Australia was locked in stone the moment they thought of that contest. 
But I could fix that. 

T could lock all evil away. 

I could save literature. 

I was a being made out of rightfulness. 


I was going to make the world a better place. 
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By Hokkyokusei Ran 


Almost everybody had gone home for the holidays, but I’d found myself being one of 
the few left on campus over winter vacation. I primarily subsisted on delivery, and yet the 
one time I went out for lunch, I returned to find that my room had been trespassed upon. 

Nothing was stolen. 

In fact, it was the opposite of a burglary-something was not taken, but given. 

An envelope was placed on the floor beneath my desk. 

Furthermore, it was unsigned, leaving me with the mystery of who had sent it~but even 
before that, the mystery of how it got here in the first place. 

The envelope hadn’t been in my room before I left, and Pd certainly locked the door. 
Naturally, I held the only key~in other words, this was a locked-room mystery. 

I considered the various patterns of locked-room mysteries. No one was in my room 
before I left or after I returned, thus ruling out tricks that involved the culprit being present 
while the room was unlocked. I tried pushing the envelope through a gap in the door, but 
no dice. The window seemed an unlikely entrance, given this was the fourth floor. 

This was probably the limit of my capabilities. While I enjoyed mystery novels, it was 
more that I enjoyed vicariously feeling intelligent from reading the deductions, not that I 
made deductions myself. 

Ultimately, I decided to seek help online. Though I took my time writing up the details, 


it took only a minute to receive a convincing response. 
“You idiot. An envelope isn’t a corpse.” 


Though it was technically true that this was a locked-room mystery, that didn’t make it 
a locked-room murder mystery. It was already demanding enough to kill a person, but the 
body had to be dealt with afterwards. Hiding a body could be difficult due to its size, and a 
person could only stay unwitnessed for so long until suspicion began to form. In contrast, 
an envelope was small and easily planted in a room with its inhabitants being none the 
wiser. 

“For example, what if the envelope was glued to your desk? If the glue weakens over 
time, it'll simply fall to the floor.” 


My respondent had raised an arbitrary scenario for illustrative purposes, but upon in- 
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spection, it was probably correct. I could feel a faint, hardened glue-like substance on the 
underside of my desk. It wasn’t as easy to detect on the envelope itself, but it appeared that 
additional glue had been applied to the envelope’s flap, where the glue normally came 
pre-applied. 

In that sense, this was less a murder and more a time bomb. Someone I’d invited to 
my room previously could have set the trap days, or even weeks, in advance, with it only 
happening to be triggered while I was out. 

As for why someone would do such a thing? 

Well, the motive behind this trick could lie in the envelope’s contents. 

Inside was a love letter. 


Love really makes you do stupid things. 


. Count to Three 


“BY Jared E, Jelison os 


The first victim was beheaded and disembowelled in her own bathtub. The police 
hadn’t released any details of the crime to the public. But, due to my own special connec- 
tions, I was more or less aware of everything they knew. 

My room, sporting a sizable police scanner and numerous books on criminal investiga- 
tion was not just for show. I had jumped at the chance to study criminology at the local uni- 
versity, and now looking into criminal investigations consumed my whole life. Every book 
I read over the past year concerned some famous serial killer or unsolved murder. Now, a 
graphic crime, normally reserved for those books, had occurred near me: A young woman, 
around my own age, had been murdered in her home. 

Feeling bored, I headed to the local bookstore, as I often did on lazy afternoons. Walk- 
ing through the sturdy front door, I was met with an odd, shocking, familiar sight: Emily 
was at work as usual. Emily was the name of a long-time clerk that worked at this book- 
store. As usual, she had a disinterested pout, framed by her long hair that had been dyed 
mostly a pure black outside of the occasional dark purple highlight. Both in attitude and 
appearance, she was a total goth girl. This was intoxicatingly contrasted by the uniform 
of this chain bookstore, which prominently featured a boring and bright white and blue 
striped polo shirt. 

I had never exchanged more than a few words with her, but Emily was a major reason 
for my frequent expeditions here. Through those few words, I had learnt that Emily was an 
art student at the very same university I attended. I had also recently learnt that she would 
no longer be able to attend work. So, why was she here? It was utterly impossible. A phys- 
ically incomprehensible phenomenon. The only option was to approach her directly—the 
thought terrified me. 

Somehow, I summoned the slightest courage and took a step forward. My voice shook 
nervously, but I managed to say something like “I thought you were done?” or “why are 
you here?” I cannot recall my exact words, but they were certainly something crass like this. 

In response, she simply said the most biting words possible. “I’m sorry, do I know you?” 

Certainly, I had refrained from visiting the bookstore for a week until now, but to forget 
me entirely? It was unthinkable. Incoherent. 

Somehow, even with that rough start, our conversation flowed with ease. With great 


terror, I made plans to meet her later that night, and left the bookstore. 
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The second victim was cut into six pieces. Each piece was padlocked inside separate 
metal containers and buried in local woodlands. Locked! The police had not found this 
victim yet. The following morning, I practically sprinted to the bookstore. Inside, with 
dread, I found Emily once more. This time her response was “Good afternoon, I don’t 
believe we’ve met.” 


The third triplet was drowned and had her face smashed post-mortem with a hammer. 


Bars 


BY 4458 stmen 


The snow endlessly falls silently unto itself: It piles and piles atop me, 


less with life than the grass underneath. 


Ah, “I? am up there. With a gun, cocked and shot, in the right arm I can no longer see. 


Getting away scot-free. 
Who could’ve possibly took my soul, but the person walking away, 
Wordlessly, filled with bullet holes, quickly healing. 


Woe is me. 


That junkie is dead, 

Outside of a house we are all locked inside, he said. 

But who would investigate the demise of a pill pusher? 

A familiar hooker, a police officer, a meat butcher, 

And me, a prideful snow shoveler, who can only manslaughter 


The sorry animals hiding in the way of the work I offer. 


The guy I came to fuck, 

Was just found, thrown from a bathroom window, 
In the yard next to the garage with a truck. 

It can only be one of us, trust nobody 


But myself and my old customer. 


What’s the big deal? Nobody cares. 

A sack of shit like him doesn’t deserve any prayers. 

His death will be forgotten the moment we leave this house, 
And my life will start as an honourable constable, 


Where I can fucking pay the whore in the red blouse. 
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I butcher, I butcher. 

A gun I would never touch, and definitely not her. 
The skank smells more than the meat I cut. 

My gut tells me him and her are together, 

But that officer is not quite clean either, 


The way he speaks has turned from bright and right to neither. 


And they all sat around a table, looking for the culprit. One which they might never 
find, 

Right behind, the meat butcher leaned against the back wall and began, pointing to the 
odd couple. 

But they denied it without trouble, 

As the meathead remembered he saw the hooker during the bathroom scuffle. 

She, at least, was no solution to the puzzle. 

The police officer pointed to the shoveler, 

As he had been the first to discover, 

The shot body of the... person who was...murdered? 

The shoveler defended himself, saying he was just working, 

but this was a gathering of friends, where nobody was paying 

him to do any work? 

Nobody understood this quirk. 

But soon, things took a turn, 

As the meat butcher asked the officer for his gun, 

To shoot the shoveler and punish him for... what? 

But by the time they realized the officer had none, 

they had forgotten what had been done. 

And the party resumed, 

The cycle repeating as if they were doomed, 

Until only one person remained, 


And the imposter had won. 


ing But a Head 


“BY Nezu” 


Lying on the floor, head to the side, drooling. I wake up. 


Opening my eyes, in front of me was a huge grey metallic door. 


“My head is buzzing.” 


Tm thirsty. Time to get up. 

Going to the door and pulling in, it jammed. 

Maybe by pushing out? Jammed. The door is locked and doesn’t seem to have a key- 
hole. Red fingerprints were left on the door handle. 

Looking at my hands, all red, and my clothes are drenched in red. Turning around, I 


saw a massive pool of blood and a head standing in the middle. 


“HOLY SHIT! WHAT THE FUCK!” 


I start pushing and pulling on the door, screaming for help. The door refuses to budge. 
Tm stuck in this room. Why is there a head? Who decapitated it? How did I end up here? 
Maybe I was the one that decapitated the head and locked myself with it. 


“No way. ’m not crazy enough to murder someone...” 


My heartbeat is going crazy, I feel dizzy. 

I need to calm myself and find a way out of here. 

Looking around. This room has no window or vent, or furniture. 

Just the door, me, and the head... 

I cannot seem to remember what happened before I woke up. How did we end up here? 


What happened to the rest of the head body? 


“T know!” 
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What if: Whoever decapitated the head, also cut the other extremity of the body for eas- 
ier transportation, and while moving the other part, I discovered this room with the head. 
Then, the murderer knocked me out from behind and locked me inside with the head. 

“This motherfucker 1s trying to put the blame on me!” 

I need to prepare myself for when they come back. But there’s nothing to use as a 


weapon. Only the head... 


“No no no no... Even with my life on the line, I’m not crazy enough to use a head as 
ly , y g 


a weapon.” 

Maybe there could be hints of what weapon the murderer used to decapitate the head. 
So I know what I’m fighting against and develop a plan to counter it. 

As I walked through the blood and lifted the head, looking at the neck cut, I couldn’t 
help but say: This is disgusting. 

“You're disgusting!” Said the head. 

“AAAAAH” IT dropped the head. 

“Ouch! Be careful” 


“WHAT THE HELL! HOW ARE YOU TALKING?” 


“Calm down. I’m talking with my mouth, haha. Anyway, The killers are extremely evil, 
they’re walking to the door as we speak.” 


Looking behind me, I hear the door unlock and open. 


Three figures enter the room. 


“How are you feeling today?” One of the figures said. 


I didn’t hesitate one second and lunch myself at them. 


“DIEEEEE!” 


During the scuffle, I got pinned down on the ground. 


“Tt looks like patient 19 needs to go back to sleep” 


I feel a sharp object entering my thigh. 
As my eyes closed, looking ahead was the head. 


“See you later” Said the head. 
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None of You Can Write! 


BY Lemmy 


‘UUahbhhhhh’ 

was something along the lines of the sound I made after finishing my 500 word story 
for the pretty boys detective club discord server’s competition. I had taken my time to write 
in third person to sound smart and everything, I was proud of myself. 

So proud that I decided I deserved an ego boost, so I decided to look at my competitor’s 
submissions. 

I was shocked. 

No one was even trying to write a mystery! 

How disgusting, everyone writing commentaries on locked rooms. I couldn’t believe I 
was associating with such bores these past years! 

Had I written meta too? Yes? But it only makes sense to scorn others before scorning 
oneself. Self love is the truth. 

What can I do? What can I do? What can I do? Punishment needs to be delivered.... 

Ahah, [name of person with bad taste] what a brilliant idea! 

During Among Us last year I managed to doxx the core members didn’t I? I think I’ve 
managed to convince everyone I live in Europe, so they wouldn’t expect me all the way in 
Oceania would they... Brilliant, perfect! 

I was a man of little possessions, and so I didn’t need to spend much time packing. Just 
a generic kitchen knife — a classic crime scene for a classy person. 

The address was a mere | hour via public transport from my house, and so it was barely 
4 am when I got there. Knowing the demographic of the server and what they’d probably 
be doing at such a time, I decided to sit outside their door for another 3 hours. If the police 
found semen mixed with the blood on their hands, they may get the wrong idea about what 
occurred. 

If I was going to murder someone, I was going to do it with class. 

Thinking about such a scene brought back fond memories. I was known on the server as 
the guy with low standards, it was fun playing into it sometimes. It got rough at some points 
though — defending Umineko probably earned me my rightful place in hell. 

As a joke I decided to slip a note under the door like in the short story I wrote, however 
I didn’t receive a response for more than 30 minutes so I just burst in. The door was locked, 


but my experiences with preschools had built my upper body strength swole. 


A 65 year old man was hanging from the ceiling, next to him with a note with some 
scribbles about “diegesis” and “kasai”, so I knew it was the right guy. 

A fucking locked room... 

I visited all the other doxes I had, and I was greeted by similar scenes. Hence, as the 
only filthy meta story writer left, I stabbed myself right in the groyne, to follow the trend of 
pelvis-themed deaths. 

It was only then that I woke up from my dream and realised the truth. 


I proofread lightnovels — there was no way any of my friends were real. 
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I was in the middle of my morning piss when my retinal screen started playing an 
emergency message. 

“Who wants to be a locked room millionaire?” 

This had never happened before, not since the analog TV days. But because of that 
precedent, this sort of prank wasn’t inconceivable. 

“T’ve established a billion different locked rooms around the world.” 

I started laughing, 

“That’s one for every nine people by the way.” 

My laughter made my piss stream veer off target. 

“Inside each is a million US dollars for whomever can manage to get in.” 

The fountain slowed to a stop and I began cleaning up. 

“This is the Locked Room Trillionaire signing off, au revoir!” 

I noticed a hatch, about forty centimetres wide and sixty centimetres tall, behind my 
toilet. It was locked. 

ee 

There was a square, a triangle, and a moon on the hatch. I didn’t know what that 
meant, so I just brute-forced the combination lock. It took me almost three quarters of an 
hour to find the correct answer of 4-8-6. 

Past that hatch was a dark crawlspace lit by a swaying, flickering light bulb. Illuminated 
by it was an electronically locked door with no visible keypad, and a decently large metal 
box, locked shut by two four-character word combination locks. 

The irregular flickering of the light was seriously pissing me off, and the depth of possi- 
ble words was honestly intimidating. Still, a million dollars was a million dollars, so I put in 
the first word that came to mind; PEND-ULUM. Both locks opened. 

Inside the box was what looked to be yet another puzzle, but it was hard to tell exactly 
due to the dim flickering light. 

“Fuck this.” 

I crawled out of the formerly-locked room with the formerly-locked box, and collapsed 
on the couch. 


ake 


After resting for a few minutes, I started browsing through my retinal screen. 


Rather than finding any hints or commonalities behind these locked rooms, all of the 
discussion implied a steadily unfolding chaos. People theorising how the world could be 
made out of so many locked rooms that weren’t there previously. Economists urging the 
government to do something about this to prevent rampant hyperinflation. 

While I could find a few blogs detailing their journeys, these were mainly written by 
unpopular psychos whose ramblings weren’t of much use. 

With that unfortunate distraction over, I looked back to the box. 

While a million dollars may not be a million dollars anymore, it’s better to have some- 
thing than nothing, right? 

Inside were six foam puzzle-like pieces and a micro 3D scanner. The pieces were mostly 
black, but with a few twinkling dots sprinkled across them. Oddly enough, none of them 
seemed to be edge or corner pieces. 

soko 

After about twenty minutes of trying random arrangements of the pieces I managed to 
form a cube. Placing it in the scanner, I heard a few beeps and a quiet click. 

Returning to the hatch, the door was now unlocked. I entered it and claimed my million 
dollars. 
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By Jonauk 


I? 


18 


24 


say, what fate can thou divine, fair Sybil, 

Who first foretold when Christ, our King, would show, 
For one, whom same as thee did God bestow, 
With apprehensions grand and prescient? 
Will he yet see the kingdom’s holy advent? 


A life in ruthless wilds he did once lead, 
Locusts and honey were his humble feed, 

But preach the word and walk he did in light. 
Now locked in chains with little hope of flight, 
Against the heavy bars his struggle vain, 
Enclosed in cold, wet stone he doth remain. 


O say, what crime so foul did he commit? 
Why hold him bound in a cell so dimly lit? 
Art he so much to fear and lock away, 
Even forbid him food and light of day? 
What was his sin, in wrath or passion done, 
Perhaps Satanic pride saw him undone? 


For many, seduced by silver tongue, him seek. 
Yet naught he gives but what be found in a creek. 
Great numbers he amassed to rival Christ, 

Souls stole from God, to heresy enticed. 

Indeed, he saw the Lord but did not follow, 
Would rather seek his own ambition hollow. 


Despite his moral teachings he hath strayed, 

In what the dark, hermetic vice he maintained. 
For to salvation leads but one small path, 

Mere mortal deeds alone are not enough. 

And thus his fellowship must be disbanded 

And on the face false prophet should be branded. 


30 


To simple men he hath shrewdly pandered, 

In so doing, a mighty ruler angered, 

With cheap remarks against their person thrust, 
And to defend his honor tyrant must. 

Perhaps rebellion prisoner had planned, 

To bloody war his sect he would command? 


36 Yet Heaven is not won through violence, 


42 


48 


His faithful would only gain eternal silence. 

To reign on Earth by sword is dull reward, 

Far reaching bloodshed doth not please the Lord. 
He works through subtle means, beyond our notion, 
For He hath set all things ahead in motion. 


Alas, now time for musings mine has passed, 
For I can hear the guards approaching fast. 

A dreadful purpose guides their heavy steps 
And fear soon penetrates my very depths. 

I close my eyes, with hands clasped tight I pray: 
I beg thee Lord, to see another day! 


O sweet relief! ‘Today my life I yet keep, 
That sorry prisoner they rouse from sleep. 
I see now why, fair Sybil, thee art silent, 
For soon [Il spy their ending violent. 

I see a glint of steel, then a glint of gold; 
On a platter shall his head be served cold. 
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BY Nitoka Tensai_ 


“Say Iki.” 

“What?” 

“Would you love me even after my death?” 

“...What do you mean by that?” 

“Exactly as it sounds.” 

“Drop it, will you?” 

Iki is super reserved, he never even said he loved me in the first place. 


“Chances are you are going to outlive me anyways Aya.” 


We were sitting at the back of the now-empty classroom. School had finished for the 
day. 

Iki was tinkering with all kinds of pipes, levers, and other junk on his desk. 

Where did he even find all this crap? 

“.... don’t really know what Td do if you died to be honest..” 

His voice had a soft melancholic tone to it. 

He continued. 

“But if I were to die, ’d watch over you from the afterlife as a spirit, that’s for sure.” 

Ba-dummQY 

Calm down my heart. 

“Even if there is no afterlife?” 


“There is. There must.” 


“Hey Ika, why are you so gloomy?” 

“...I’ve read them.” 

Read them? 

“Oh, the mystery novels you bought?” 

“To an extent, yes.” 

“What do you mean?” 

He raised his eyes from the junk he was playing with, which by now started to take form. 
T still couldn’t make out what it was though. 


“With these 16 novels I read this past week, I have now officially read every last locked 


room mystery novel in the world.” 

That statement sounded preposterous... But Iki’s voice was serious. 

“9 of the 16 reused already existing locked room concepts. 4 of them used magic or 
some kind of pseudoscience to make their locked rooms possible. the remaining 3 were 
plausible and original, yet I felt disappointed upon discovering the trick...” 

Tki continued. 

“Aya, I don’t feel any joy reading locked room mysteries anymore.” 

I wasn’t an expert on the matter. I only read a couple of the more popular murder mys- 
teries featuring locked rooms which Iki recommended. 

“W-Well Iki, here is an idea” 

I tried to cheer him up. 

“Why not write your own locked room mystery?” 

“..-Locked rooms shouldn’t be planned nor written Aya.” 

What? 

“T theorize that locked rooms lose their charm precisely because authors try to create 
them as if they were a puzzle meant to be solved.” 

Isn’t that the purpose of a locked room? 

“In reality, the world isn’t made out of locked rooms. Only imitations of what we hu- 
mans think a locked room should be.” 

I never really thought about it like that. A perfect locked room would have no trick in 
actuality. Is that what he meant? 

“What I mean to say is, planning a locked room ahead of time is no good.” 

Iki stood up holding the tinkered contraption in his hand. 

He locked the classroom door. 

“Wait!” 

I-Is that... 

“To make a brilliant locked room mystery it needs to happen out of desperation. No 
plan. In media res.” 

Iki leaned the tinkered contraption- no.. the improvised firearm to his chin. 

“Aya-chan I will be watching over you from the afterlife, please don’t disappoint me.” 


Bang. 
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‘BY Castel and ‘friends 


You wouldn’t believe how much free time a man has after both being cancelled from 
twitter and getting fired from their job. Actually perhaps you can understand, if you simply 
looked at the chains attached to your hands and feet. How much [d love to brag about 
the depths of hell I had to go through to track down a man who only goes outside to visit 
baguette vendors, but I know my adventures would fall on death ears so I won’t bother. 

‘Aka, I just think you have a short attention span.’ 

‘Therefore, I will be brief. If you survive, ’m certain someone talented will capture my 
motive in a good 10 minute summary anyway, so what’s the point of me monologuing? 

“The weapon has already been placed in your room. In thirty minutes I will enter your 
room and end your life, ensuring it’s a perfect crime. 

‘If somehow yov’re able to figure out what my plan is, then I'll slip you the keys to the 
handcuffs and simply walk away. I’m standing right out your door, so when you come to 
a conclusion just scream it to me. There are currently cameras in your room, so don’t try 
anything. [Il start the timer once I’ve seen you read this note. 

‘In other words — 


“Time starts now.’ 


The french man returned the letter to his bed with a smirk, then took a look around 
his room. The feeling of not being able to stretch his arms wasn’t new to him, translating 
unpopular pedophilic Japanese novels wasn’t the most profitable profession. 

He had no table, nor a chair, nor even a bookshelf. The only thing to his name was the 
mattress he currently laid on and an ever growing pile of novels leaking old men’s fantasies. 

‘Are you going to strangle me with these handcuffs?’ he said, his voice creaking. Not out 
of anxiety. He was a discord moderator. It was his first time talking to another human for 
quite a while. 

A few seconds passed, then a slip of paper with the line “NO, 3 more guesses.” flew in 
from under the door. 

The French man relaxed further onto his bed. His wrists were so thin that the cuffs were 
barely uncomfortable. But even if they were, with such a high he wouldn’t have noticed. 

“Then I give up. What can I say, it’s unsolvable. No, it’s not even worth solving. Stick to 


visual novels, you couldn’t write a good mystery to save your life! Or in this case, my life! 
» Y' 8 ystery y' y 


““The weapon” — weapon for what? The murder weapon? A self-defence weapon? 
There’s a million readings for such a vague term! 

“My plan?” What the fuck does that mean? Plan for murder? Plan for lunch? Plan 
for tomorrow’s shower? With so many interpretations for the word “end”, “weapon”, and 
“plan, how can you call this game just? 

‘What do you take this genre for, huh?! You think a fair mystery could be written in a 


mere 500 words??’ 


KALLSAW DLO ACISILNO CIMIOT 


51 


Zozoodsul wnyor0g 


KALLSAW DLO ACISILNO CIMIOT 


UMOPdIUS.1e7eM 


BY Watersiiipdown 


The Fourth Man 


- The Apollo 11 mission actually had four astronauts - 

A guy suddenly said to me, while I was just enjoying a well-deserved meal at the local 
diner. I had no idea who the hell he was or why he decided to break this news to me. But I 
could tell he loved his sister a bit too much just by looking at him. 

Before I could point out several problems with that statement, he kept going. 

- He was a CIA operative, sent to ensure the loyalty of the other three. There was a 
rumor going on at NASA: one astronaut was secretly a Russian double agent. It was too late 
to change the official crew at that point, they had already made the announcement to the 
press and all: the US government feared nothing more than to be embarrassed, especially 
at that time in history and after losing to the Soviets before in the space race. - 

He made a small pause and stole some of my french fries, then kept going. 

- He was stationed in an additional seat on the Shuttle during take-off, right behind 
those of the other three, just to not be seen in any of the films or photos, but he was there. 
At least for the outward journey, that was. It happened right after the shuttle left Earth’s 
atmosphere: everyone inside the cockpit briefly lost consciousness due to the intense pres- 
sure they sustained. Only for like one or two minutes, not much time. But it was more than 
enough for the killer to strike: a knife was struck right in the CIA agent’s eye. The killer 
opened his helmet but closed it right before the blood could come out and risked going 
everywhere in 0 gravity. Then he went back to his seat and pretended to wake up with the 
other two. A perfect crime, locked in the void of space - 

At that time I was fully hooked, I started asking questions- Who did it?- 

- Nobody knows for sure: after all, officially, there was no fourth person on board and 
it’s kinda rude to question national heroes that just conquered the Moon for your country. 
Isn’t it? No way to know for sure- 

- What happened to the body?- 

- They contacted Houston, that in turn contacted Langley and everyone agreed on just 
dumping it in Space with a bit of oxygen and pointing it toward the Sun. Even if somehow 
the body went back to our planet, it was going to burn before touching the ground. But now 
nobody knows for sure, maybe it’s still up there- 

Amazing, while horrifying on many levels, it was still amazing. Only one question re- 


mained 


- Why did you tell me?- 
- Because a guy did the same to me before: He said “find a guy that looks like he loves 


his sister a bit too much and tell this story to him” and I did it. You will too- 
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It’s not necrophilia, 
it’s called “appreciation for the dead” 
— Kakuzé Akutagawa 


“You actually hate locked rooms, don’t you?” Kasai abruptly, without any warning or 
lead-in, as if natural and preordained, without even a bit of hesitation or faltering, without 
amoment of thought or a trace of tact, yet not particularly with pressure or haughtiness, as 
if looking up at or looking down upon, slickly and smoothly as if expected, said. 

I did not answer. 

“When you think of a locked room, it is all about all of these obviously fake characters 
in this obviously fake situation. There’s no sense of reality to the kinds of people in a locked 
room story. But isn’t that messed up? A murder mystery should be about giving meaning 
to death; about turning that commonplace, anonymous slab of meat that we call a corpse 
into something meaningful and important. But with all of these stock characters and tropes 
that have all been played out thousands of times, how can anyone say that a locked room 
story is important?” 

I did not answer. 

“What you actually want is a story that makes your life important. Isn’t that more on the 
mark? You gravitate to locked room mysteries because for that brief moment when you’ve 
collected all of the clues and are trying to solve the mystery, it feels like you’re in a story that 
matters. That’s really all it comes down to. But I think the actual pieces of that story—the 
locked room, the closed circle, the narrative trick, the alibi, the detective-when it comes 
down to it, their very existence is, for you, a cause of hatred. I think that’s why you keep 
reading all of these stories about breaking those things. Yes-frankly, if that Nisioisin had 
never existed, I won’t say happiness, but you may have been able to live a more ordinary 
life.” 

I did not answer. 

“That’s why locked rooms are a subject of hate for you. A subject of enmity. A subject 
of malice, and a subject of murderous will. You want a story about people that feel real and 
complete, not these symbolic, meta-referential, skin-deep caricatures based on a silly genre 


from a century ago. And you want to feel like your life-your consciousness—has some mean- 


ing in comparison to such grand people. Yet here’s why it’s even more terrible, it’s that this 
doesn’t mean you need to just disappear. Let’s say I kill you here and now. Kiyoshi Kasai 
murders you. This isn’t just a hypothetical that lacks realism. I am literally the antichrist. 
However, if I did that, there would be no detective that could give your death meaning. No 
matter how many times you’ve imagined your life to matter in the world of fiction, in real- 
ity, the world won’t give it a second thought. So please, without falsifying anything, without 
leaving open any cracks that may invite suspicion, Just simply, will you answer me?” 

Kiyoshi Kasai said. 

“Don’t you actually hate locked rooms?” 

I. 

LI. 

J— 
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BY Thé Looked Room ‘tritiionaire ce 


“Hey October! I just got my million, how ‘bout you? The last puzzle was reaaaally hard, 
but L...” 

Looking up from my phone, I see another police officer climb up the makeshift ladder 
to my new attic. Their chatter is too muffled to discern, but present nonetheless. 

Looking back down, I check the time. 

Its been 45 fucking minutes, what the hell are they doing up there? How long could it 
possibly take to solve a murder? 

T yell. 

“What the heck are you flipping bozos moping around up there for? You better not be 
trying to take my million!” 

A head pokes down. Dark skin and hair. Voice mildly raised, she speaks. 

“Please be patient. It takes a good amount of time to properly detail a crime scene, 
especially one with as much intricate nonsense left around as this one. No, we’re not trying 
to take ‘your million’, and just to be clear, it’s not yours. The government may void it, and 
beyond that, whoever finds it owns it.” 

“Tt’s in my bloody house!” 

“Tt wasn’t 20 hours ago. As far as we’re concerned, it’s an outbreak of extra-dimen- 
sional inter-liminal spaces. Hence, owned by no-one, but with those territories temporarily 
under the purview of the fe-” 

“Stop trying to pull that monologue bullshit on me. If you’re not gonna hurry up, at 
least let me work on the locked room in the meantime.” 

“No can do, as far as we’re concerned you're still a suspect; we can’t risk you tampering 
with the crime scene.” 

“Me, a suspect!?” 

Another officer walked in and started climbing the ladder. 

“Tt’s more likely than you think. If you look at the historical data surrounding bodies 
found in someone’s attic, a plurality of suspects ultimately convicted actua-” 

“T said stop! God, Pll just think about it down here then.” 

“That would be for the best.” 

The face retreats, followed by the new body. 

I was at the third puzzle. Usually that’s right at the cusp of the end. The first was a spa- 


tial contraption to open the attic’s door, next was a simple memory game. 

In the second room of the attic, there was a skeleton with a series of marks on its bones. 
Hundreds of little nicks. Plus a wall covered with 200 rotatable metal blocks etched with 
numbers from zero to fifteen. Only a few people I know have heard of a puzzle this impos- 
ing in these rooms, let alone faced one themselves. 

Being an upstanding citizen, I waited until after ’d alerted the police to start taking 
photos of the skeleton on the off-chance they’d occupy the room, but if I knew they were 
gonna take this long I wouldn’t have called in the first place! 

How pointless. Photos aren’t enough to solve a finicky puzzle like this. I can’t make out 


the finer lines. 


T hear a few clicks and a chirp. 


I turn around, see the ladder mostly drawn into the ceiling, and hear a door opening. 


“MY MILLION!!!” 
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With one swipe of my magick blade, my foe trips and falls. There is no connection; only 
the sound of the edge cutting through the air at breakneck speeds. 

He falls into a pile of boxes, and soon the whole shed shakes. I cover my head and close 
my eyes in preparation for the chaos about to commence. A clatter, a thud, and lastly, the 
metallic sound of a makeshift steel shelf hitting hard concrete. 

I open my eyes but see nothing. Here, there is no light, nor is there darkness. It is, in 
truth, the absence of existence. If left alone, I might cease to exist, not through death, but 
through becoming part of this abyss. 

Using pure muscle memory, I tap my two left fingers unto the back of my right arm, 
where my vein pulses for my heart. 

“Assay Leoht. Compass, anon,” I say in a weighted whisper. 

A formless, luminescent body envelops me. The details of the shed are now clear. The 
small window of moonlight was blocked during the chaos, and now, only I light up this 
space. The door, to the right of the window on the same wall, has had its knob broken off. 

My opponent. Dead. 

And soon so will I. My stomach has been filled not with food, not with liquid, but with 
a piece of metal from a rogue shelf. 

Ah, how deserved. I stayed hidden here for a whole day, waiting for the perfect moment. 
And I didn’t even kill him. He just tripped and fell. How pathetic. 

And what am I gonna do? Leave? With this metal pole quickly becoming part of my 
body, my existence itself? One with no chance of being broken, and even if it was, my body 
would expunge enough blood to kill me on the spot? 

Scream for help? So I can produce a perfect eyewitness to my crime, and rot in prison 
anyway? 

It’s clear. My choices are set. I can either die, die slowly, or live a life of death until I die. 

T look at the engravings on the back of my right arm. Intricately designed, but imperfect 
in the perfect way. Human. Purely, indescribably human. Etched into my skin, my very 
soul, scarlet red like my very blood. 

Tears fall from my eyes. One grudge and one moment of weakness, one moment of 
curiosity, and here I sit, ready to end thousands of years of work. 


But strangely, 


T have no regrets. 


Afier all, as fate would have it, I’ve succeeded. 


I tlt the hilt upwards, still clasped in my right hand. I hold it up against my neck. 
And with one swipe of my magick blade— 


—Tve become the perfect locked room. 


KALLSAW DLO ACISILNO CIMIOT 


59 


woPeez WOON Wey ‘eotFELoeS pexooT 


KALLSAW DLO ACISILNO CIMIOT 


60 


styoryouog 


» Tok 


oO 


By Bonchichis! 


It was a holiday, and Kita was going to visit Hitori’s house. Hitori wasn’t answering 
any of Kita messages, so she was getting pretty worried. After walking for a while, she had 
finally reached Hitori’s house and rang the doorbell, but... 

“No one is answering... What is happening to Gotou-san?” 

Kita waited a bit, but still no answer. She was going to call Nyika and Ryo to get help 
from them, but then she noticed something was happening in Hitori’s room when she 
looked through the window. 

“Gotou-san!? Are you okay!?” 

Hitori didn’t answer but Kita could hear weird reptile sounds which were pretty scary... 

Kita was starting to get desperate, and was trying to find ways of entering the house and 
helping her friend as soon as possible. 

“Gotoooou-saaaaaaaan!! Please, answer me!!” She shouted with all of her might. 

“K-Kita...” Hitori, in her tsuchinoko form, said with her voice showing all of her pain. 
“T-Take.. T-Take this...” She opened the window and used her strength to pick up the key 
to the house that was in her wardrobe and drop it from the window. 

Kita used her powers to jump and pick up the key in the air and proceeded to open the 
door. 

Inside the house, everything was dark. Her surroundings were mistful and horrifying, 
and she could hear ghost sounds sometimes. She was starting to think it would be better 
if she just ran away from it all and just contacted Niika and Ryo, but it would take much 
time for them to reach Hitori’s house. Having thought about it, Kita started remembering 
all the fun times she spent with Hitori, and all the time her friend had spent teaching her 
how to play Guitar. This activated her full extroverted mode, and, after doing her Mahou 
Shoujo transformation, she said: 

Thus, she had banished all of the darkness surrounding her, and color returned to the 
world. She started dashing upstairs to the second floor, but there she found out that not 
everything was clear and pure... 

Despair. 

Sadness. 


Depression. 


That was all she could feel emanating from Hitori’s room. 

But, 

She didn’t cower. She took a step. Then another. Then another. Then another and 
another one. Finally, she could reach the door to Bocchi’s room. She started pushing it 
open, little by little, but suddenly she was pushed to the wall by the force inside the room. 
Tsuchinoko Bocchi , which was now turned into Bocchizilla, had sent a beam of loneliness 
toward Kita. 

“My parents and sister.. They left me alone this holiday because I told them I was going 
to meet friends... But no one had actually called me. I got alone. In a christmas. Locked 
from the outside world.” 

“Gotou-san.. Don’t worry! I am here! I will open your heart just like I opened the door 
just before!” 

Kita rushed inside the room, hugged Hitori and said... 
“T will always be by your side, Bocchi... I really love you.” 
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BY marlo. V 


I went to the detective. 

Which detective? The Detective. 

In a linear reconstruction of events Pd tell you about how I had a meeting in his office, 
then the informations I’ve about my goals, and how the Detective can help me quickly 
resolve the situation. 

But this won’t be a linear reconstruction. 

I‘m currently in a room locked from the outside, and next to me are two dead people. 

Actually, they’re not people, they’re puppets. Dead people-puppets. They’re per- 
son-shaped puppets that look like corpses; I guess they use them in movies and things like 
that. 

This morning a friend told me to go to the address XX XX to meet the Detective. 

Then I woke up in this room. 

“Why?” 

“There’s not really a reason” one of the dead puppets replies to me as he stands up. 

“Youre seeing a puppet talking and moving, A great mystery.” 

“You’re a person inside a costume.” 

“Hell yeah.” 

The puppet takes off the costume mask and reveals its identity: 

“T’m the Detective (a detective) and... congratulations, you passed my test.” 

Are you so fond of mystery that you take themed entrance tests for clients? 

“Are you so fond of mystery that you take themed entrance tests for clients?” 

He looks at me, sharpening his eyes, as if to find a hidden secret in my question. There 
isn’t; | asked a simple question with no mystery behind it. 

“The reason why I should help you is so particular that I wanted to see this hero at 
work.” 

Tm not a hero. 

I’m not saying this out of modesty, or to create for myself the characterization of an an- 
ti-heroic character; I am simply “not in the role.” We often tend to put people in completely 
imaginary roles to make sense when we have no information about them. 

Bias. 


“Youre a hero because I decided so,” says the Detective (a detective), responding to my 


objection never spoken verbally but readable on the face. 


“Tn any case, I solved your entrance test, didn’t I?” 
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I’m in a 4 walls square room with a locked metal door and a headless body. 


The headless body is wearing a blue suit. What is even weirder is this headless body is 
standing in some kind of karate stance, waving to come in. I didn’t hesitate and throw a 
punch, but he parries it, karate chop my throat and kick sweep me on the ground. 

“Alright,” I painfully muttered. “You’re on motherfucker!” 

Got up, fake a punch into reverse back kick. He caught my foot, twisted it and threw 
me on the ground. We went at it for a good hour, even though I got my ass thrown on the 
ground a thousand times, all of his attacks were soft enough to not injure me. Through 
these exchanges I could tell that the headless body was actually sparring with me, teaching 
me. Eventually, I managed to counter his counter and get his ass on the ground. I held out 
my hand to him, he took it and I got him up. 


“You son of a bitch. Thank you” I said while shaking his hand. 


From behind me, I hear the door unlock and open. ‘Turning around I see 3 nurses, 2 


men and 1 woman. 


“How are you feeling today?” The closest man says. 
y g y y 


“Never felt better in my life.” 


“Good! It’s time for your medications.” 


The other male nurse left the room while the female nurse handed me a cup of water. 


“Great, ?’'m thirsty.” 


I immediately throw the water in her eyes and front kick her down. The male nurse 


rushed me with a straight backhand punch, I moved my head and perfectly cross-counter 


with my own backhand right into his chin, knocking him out. The female nurse got up and 
started attacking me, we both exchanged and parried hits, She managed to land a few low 
kicks, at this rate she will win this war of attrition. I throw a huge head kick which she easily 
backs off of, when my foot hits the ground, I spin around and reverses back kick. She caught 
it, while she was trying to twist me over, I used the momentum to spin and head kick her 
with my other foot, knocking her out. 

After Leaving the room, the third nurse, a much bigger guy, was waiting for me. He 
swung left and right, which were too slow to hit me. He throws a strong, straight backhand 
punch which I dodge and cross-counter into the chin, down on one knee, it merely shocks 
him off. 


“We aren’t getting anywhere.” 


He launches himself and tries to tackle me, [jump over and do a handstand on his back 


before spinning around and rear choke him out cold. 


I opened my eyes, I was sitting in front of a man with a blue suit and a head. 


“Are you here patient 19?” 


T couldn’t answer. 


“Tt looks like the sedation hasn’t fully dissipated yet. You may go back to sleep.” 
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The Locked Room That 4 
My He 


BY moons 


Tm standing in a small enclosed room. This room is my heart. My life began here and 
soon it will end here. When I pull this string, a contraption will shoot a makeshift cross- 
bow bolt into my chest. The device will then drop out of my window, falling 8 stories and 
smashing onto the pavement, leaving just a pile of scraps and hiding the evidence among 


the garbage outside. 


Outside the window the world continues to move forward. I can see children playing 
in the park across the street and young couples enjoying a date at the trendy coffee shop 
down the road. Every day I see old neighbors moving out of my apartment building and 
new neighbors moving in. In contrast, the inside of my room remains mostly barren except 
for the clutter of garbage, dirty laundry and piles of miscellaneous papers strewn across 
the 200 square foot space. The room lacks any kind of personality. That is something I lock 


away even deeper inside my heart. 


Once my body begins to decompose, the smell will attract attention and my corpse will 
eventually be discovered in this locked room. It will be just like a trick you see in a mystery 
novel — how could someone have entered the room, shot me with a crossbow bolt, then 
exited the room, all while the door was locked? Just wondering what the detectives think 
when they discover the case makes me thrilled! 

Maybe the culprit had a key? Wrong! The only 2 keys belonged to me and the landlord, 
and my key can be found inside the room. 

Maybe the culprit used the window? Of course not! I live on the eighth floor. How 
could someone possibly climb up and down the side of my building without being seen? 

A secret entrance maybe? I live in a shitty rundown apartment building, Only an idiot 
would think something like a secret room 1s possible. 

Though maybe they'll go with the most obvious solution, it was a suicide. The simplest 
answer is often the best. “If nobody could enter or exit the locked room, then it must have 
been suicide” and “the window was open, so the weapon must have been disposed of 
through that route” the great detective would argue. And they would be right! That is the 
solution to this puzzle ’ve made. Although, it would be no fun if they solved it right away, 
so I hope they spend some time and give it a bit of thought. 


As I laughed at my own wit for creating this impossible mystery, a thought came to 
mind. What if they don’t discover my corpse at all? I’ve locked myself away for so long. I’ve 
kept people at a distance and never let them in this room that is my heart. If my corpse is 
not found there will be no great detective and no mystery. All that will remain is me, forever 
locked up inside my heart. 

Please. 

Somebody. Anybody. 

Unlock the door. 
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BY Kiosk | 


I’ve always hated smoking indoors. 

Not for any solid, real reasons; like air pollution, second hand smoke, or anything note- 
worthy. 

No, [hated this due to shallowness; the lameness of the act. Fumes from smoking should 
soar in the breeze, unashamed. Here, they dwindle. Take their time rising, uneventful. Bor- 
ing little nothings. I hated the sight. 

Still... I couldn’t really help it. 

Since she locked me in here with her. 

T still don’t know how she did it, like she prepared for me. Every step I took, every mea- 
sure; predicted and dealt with. Like she knew me, knew me well. Sure we share the same 
class, but we never talked, never communicated. She, like the ones before her, couldn’t have 
seen this coming, 

Yet, here she is. 

Blocking the doorway, shaky hands holding a knife, and those damn tears in her eyes. 

Tears, like she’s trying to beg without saying it outright. 

I don’t need to tell you that ’m not a soft person. I’ve gone past the point of resembling 
anything soft, or warm, or cold, or human. Should be evident just from looking at me. Tem- 
peratures, emotions— none of this matters once blood has dropped, not once but twice. 

And yet— 

Those eyes. 

Those tears. 

The shake in her hands. 

Hands covered in blisters, scars tracing down her arms. 

All of it, speaking to me. 

I couldn’t understand the language, but I knew it was saying something, something I 
couldn’t let go of. 

So I responded, speaking for the first time in two, long weeks. 

“What happened to you?” 

“eee Wh-what?” 

She took it as well as I imagined, each word from her mouth shaken by fear. I gestured 


towards her hands, the limp smoke trailing in a new pattern. It took her only a brief mo- 


ment to glance downward before recognition dawned on her face. 

“Oh, this is... why do you—” 

“T’ll answer your question after you answer mine.” 

I did my best to temper my voice, to leave its bite at the door. She stood there, grip tight- 
ening around the knife as she contemplated my question, studying me to see if I was trying 
to pull a fast one on her. After a few seconds, she reached a conclusion. 

“... Probably the same thing that happened to you.” 

“Oh? What happened to me, then?” 

“T don’t know, something fucked up or wrong or... violent. Anything.” 

She spoke each word with a grim finality. An acknowledgment, or perhaps even accep- 
tance. An acceptance that what she was seeing was true, recognizing this for the first time 
in her life. 

I didn’t have a good response, never could in situations like these. All I could do was 
shrug, lighting another cigarette in defeat. 

“Now, you.” 

“... What?” 

“Ask your question.” 

This time, she did not hesitate. 

She did not falter. 

She had this all lined up. 

“Why couldn’t you just fucking die when we gave you the chance?” 

I could only smile— 

As smoke drifted limply towards the light. 
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In a cramped little room, there lay a corpse with a knife in hand. 


Its neck was slit, blood had gushed out of it. 
It laid by the door. 


The only other presence in this room was the lifeless corpse I didn’t recognise. 


And to make things worse, I was locked in this room with it. 


Not by a regular lock. 

The kind that requires a key or some contraption. 
It was the lock. 

The corpse blocking the door. 

But unlike a key, this was far easier to unlock. 
I just had to move it. 

I'd be free. 

I don’t know this corpse. 

Whoever this is means nothing to me. 

I could just leave. 

But. 

This sound? 

A rhythmic beat, consistent in its tempo. 

A heartbeat, surely. 

It had to be. 

But where was it coming from. 

There’s only one person in this room. 

Me. 

But my heartbeat couldn’t be that calm, that steady. 
I could feel it in my chest pulsating. 

It hurt; I was afraid. 

So how could it be anything that consistent? 
This was a nightmare. 

It had to be. 


Just beyond that door would wake me up. 


, and a Locked Room: 


By Zakaj 


I would be out of this confined hell. 


That corpse was in the way. 


That thing I couldn’t recognise, whatever it was, taunted my freedom. 
g gnise, ; ry 


No human could survive a cut like that. 
Their neck was mutilated. 

Blood had seeped out of it. 

It had to be dead. 

It couldn’t be alive. 

Surely it couldn't. 

It just sat there, unmoving. 

A constant beat prying its way into my head. 
It had to be alive. 

It was trapping me in here. 

Somehow that thing is alive. 

The second I go to open it. 

The moment I let my guard down. 

It would use the knife on me. 

There’s no way out except the door. 
But the door is blocked by something. 
Something that can’t be human. 

Wait. 

If it was waiting for me to make a move first. 
Then the answer is simple. 

I test its patience. 

I wait. 

Eventually it'll get bored and strike. 


It probably assumed I was an idiot. 


A fool who would rush out a door with something guarding it. 


Who’s the fool now?! 

You must make the first move! 

You must strike me first! 

Pll wait as long as it takes! 

And when you do! 

I'll get out of this locked room! 
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We arrived at the house after a report that the couple living there hadn’t been seen for 
days, concerned neighbours tried knocking but couldn’t get a response. We forced a door 
open in one of the houses back rooms, inside was two corpses. A woman had her neck slit 
open from a knife in her hand, supposed suicide. What was the weirdest thing was the other 
corpse: a man had starved to death. The house had food, the door wasn’t locked. Did the 
woman keep him in here to starve? We were at a loss at what transpired in this cramped 


little room. 


ho Wants to be a ‘Locked Room 
E jonaire? 2. .999.../ 3 


By the Locked Room Trillionaire oe 


“Heyyy Cassi3, have you heard about this ‘Locked Room Trillionaire’ thing? Some 
buildings have popped up all over the place with millions of dollars inside! With how big 
your property is, you may even be able to become a multimillionaire!” 

Of course she knew. How could she not? A giant concrete building was suddenly in the 
middle of her farm. Well, ‘building’ was a bit presumptive, really it just looked like a solid 
cube, but she could faintly hear one of her cows mooing from inside, so there was presum- 
ably some open space in there somewhere. 

But if the so-called ‘Locked Room Trillionaire’ was the cause of this, she would be off 
to kill them femtoseconds after freeing her precious Mussi. 

sok 

Climbing onto the top of it proved fruitless. Four meters tall, ten meters wide, and 11.8 
meters long. A smooth, featureless block of concrete. Unassailable. The rest of her farm 
didn’t appear particularly different from normal. A calf was born with three heads, but that 
sort of thing usually happened from time to time around there. 

Back to the eyesore again, pacing around it as usual to just try to get her brain to think 
of something, any way of getting through to it, she heard a sound. Listening closer, just 
barely on the edge of perception, she noticed the telltale sound of Mussi chewing on some 
grass. Either the Locked Room Trillionaire left some in for her, or that structure lacks a 
concrete floor. 

While this may make digging up sound viable, Cassi3 was aware of the remaining ob- 
stacles. From the lack of air inherent in creating one’s own tunnel, to the likelihood of the 
structure above just collapsing down, the ground still remained an avenue through which 
this structure could not be breached. 

That left only one option. 

sok 

Her arms screamed, her ears rang, and yet, there was little progress. But little progress 
over enough time meant an eventual victory. 

She didn’t have to worry about her lungs giving out; she diligently wore a gas mask and 
luckily had her residence a good fifty metres away. She just had to push through, and hope 
to God that Mussi would still be alive by the end of it. 


ake 
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Standing there, blasting the concrete monolith day after day with a jackhammer made 
the hours feel like eternities. It was too loud for her to listen to music or audio-books with- 
out risk of ear damage. R.I.P. werther town would have to wait. 

Maybe it wouldn’t have taken so long if she’d asked someone else for help, but no matter 
who she could’ve asked, everyone would’ve known that this structure was the Locked Room 
Trillionaire’s doing, and demanded compensation. 

That last stretch was brutal. She could see in but not enter. Mussi was nowhere to be 
seen. Cassi3 did not know why. 

ek 

After another con, she could finally squeeze her way in. Her Mussi was wet, absolutely 
drenched with blood, lying on the pile of hundred dollar bills. 
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Tnside a ‘Locked Room 


BY Nitoku ‘Ténsad | 


With the lock turning on a previously locked apartment room, two investigators from 
the Japanese National Police Agency enter. 

The apartment complex’s landlord discovered the body of one of her tenants this after- 
noon after coming to collect rent. 

There was no response to her knocking so she used her key to unlock the door. 

This room’s inhabitant... 

A disgusting creature. 

Living in trash. Living like trash. 

Unemployed, not in education. 

A body that would leave even the most obese westerners looking small. 

... That man was found lying on his back with a slit throat inside this locked room. 

The lock showed no signs of being tampered with. 

The second key to the room, belonging to the victim, was pushed out of the lock by the 
landlord’s key. 

“How did they do it” 

The older investigator asked himself. 

Approaching the body, the young female investigator crouched to her knees and began 
touching the victim. 

“Blahh disgusting!” 

Yet the repulsive stench drove her away only a second later. 

“Sir, the body is fresh.” 

A warm body. 

Meaning the murder occurred only recently. 

Mere moments before the landlord came knocking at the door. 

She began examining the brown, stained windows. 

It seems they weren’t opened in quite a while. 

As this apartment was located on the fifth floor the idea of escaping through the win- 
dow seemed even less likely. 

“No vents either huh?” 


The older detective said to no one in particular. 


a Locked Room 
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The room was quiet. 


Only the sounds of beating hearts could be heard. 

The sound which broke the silence was Mariya ‘Takeuchi singing Plastic Love. 
“Ah yes hello!” 

The panicked young investigator answered her phone in a rush. 

“Yes! Yes! Right away!” 

She said, followed by an audible sound of a flip phone closing. 

“Sir!” 

The young female investigator shouted frantically. 

“We just got a report of a second murder 5 miles from here. Locked room as well. 
There is another. 

“They are requesting we go check it out.” 

The more experienced veteran only nodded in response. Following it up with: 
“Alright, we'll leave this place to the forensic team. Let’s go, Hanabi” 

“Y-Yes, sir!” 

The sound of the apartment door closing. 

Footsteps getting further away from the room. 

The detective must have felt no need to lock it. 


After all, he is expecting the forensic team to show up soon. 


Two minutes have passed... 

It’s dead quiet again. 

All of a sudden the sound of metal cutting through flesh radiates through the room. 
From the victim’s broad greasy chest, the tip of a blade peeks through. 

Carving his skin like a Jack’o-lantern inside out. 

Like a pillar man from stone. 

Or maybe like Hasan from Sasaki. 

I leap out of the victim’s body. 

Drenched in his blood. 


Yet again, undiscovered. 

Patience is a virtue. 

My patience has been rewarded. 

Turning the doorknob I exit the now no longer locked room. 
Disappearing into the night. 

Truly, no one can stop the Locked Room God. 


BY Singenue 


I recently found a box that lets me trap a person or people in it. I can then conjure any 
reality I wish for them and I can freely watch it happen. I currently have the Bains’ family. 
A family I picked off the street yesterday. I put them in it and each of them is experiencing 


a reality of my choosing. 


Every human is scared of something and that is why I love humans. Fear is the ultimate 
uniting factor for humans, everyone knows and understands it. And I love feeling humans 
feel them. It is the true ambrosia of gods. A drink meant for me and me alone and this 


family will dedicate their fears to me until they die. 


The Father is scared of being known. He gives his all to his family and is a good man 
to them but he also has a mistress on the side and a dark past where he killed his very own 
brother, by mistake but one he buried and buried really well. So now he wakes up every 
morning and everyone is looking at him like they know and are judging him for it all. His 
coworkers, friends, family and even his daughter whose eyes were too innocent are now 
ruined by this knowledge of it. Everyone. Knowing. Watching. Judging. And he squirms, 
goes to confess and seek forgiveness but the people around say his words of apology before 
he starts saying them. Eyes filled with contempt and sneers of hate. He crumbles each night 
under the weight of it and hangs himself. 


The Mother is scared of being trapped and isolated. Born to a soon dead father and 
a mother who blamed her for all her misfortunes, she would constantly stay out to avoid 
staying with her mother but while out with a group of friends, she was pushed into a coffin 
at night. And now she wakes up every morning in the earth below, trapped with her only 
source of light, a distant light far above her. It was faint and the earth was slowly closing in 


on her from all sides. She wails, cries and suffocates to the earth each night. 


The Daughter is scared of the dark. While playing hide and seek with her friend, she 
hides under the bed while the friend searches for her in her cabinet she hears her cry in ag- 
ony, as she hears crunching of bones and then silence followed by a thump as a massive foot 


made of darkness comes out of it and another and another and then another. A massive 
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creature with too many limbs made of darkness slowly creeps forward, claws scraping the 
floorboards. “Come out, come out, wherever you are, my sweet. Let’s play” and suddenly 
a face made of darkness and where the darkness parts, it forms a smiley face, apparates 


beside her and she passes out in fear. 


The Eerie 
Locked Room. 


BY Biora” 


THE WORLD IS MADE OUT OF LOCKED ROOMS 
THE WORLD IS MADE OUT OF LOOKED ROOMS 
THE WORLD IS MADE OUT OF LOCKED ROOMS 
The man screamed. 

WHAT DO THEY MEAN! 

“Please calm yourself, no need to scream” 

“Yes... but what do they mean, please tell me!” 

“Who do you mean?” 

“Them, the ones from the server” 

“Server?” 


“Yes, the literature server!” 
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“Could you please explain what this ‘server’ 1s?” 

“Huh? Well it’s a place for people to chat with each other.” 

“Like a pub?” 

“Sort of... but what do they mean? How can the world be made out of locked rooms? 
There are certainly countless rooms in this city alone, let alone in the world but the whole 79 
world? You could argue that the world is enclosed in a sphere but that’s lunacy! And what 
about the actual world? The space, does it end? Is there an end to it, and we’re really en- 
closed in it? But then it would be meaningless to say the world is made out of locked rooms, 


since the entirety of our existence can’t fathom the boundlessness of that ‘locked room’. 


BIOL 


But what if it doesn’t mean that? What else could there possib...” 

“Please wait, who told you all that?” 

“As I said, the people on the server!” 

“And where is that server?” 

“What? On the internet obviously.” 

“And that ‘Internet’ you speak of ? What and where is it?” 

“In what year do you live in you don’t know what the internet is?! 

For your information, the internet is a global computer network providing a variety 
of information and communication facilities, consisting of interconnected networks using 
standardised communication protocols.” 


“There wasn’t a single real world in there was it?” 
g 
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“IN WHAT YEAR DO YOU LIVE IN YOU UNEDUCATED SCUM. NOONE 
LIVING IN THE YEAR 2022 WOULDN’T KNOW WHAT THE INTERNET IS, 
QUIT FUCKING WITH ME” 

Disturbed by the peculiar man’s outburst, he reaches for a bell, and rings it three times. 

Immediately into the room barge two large men, restraining the still rambling madman. 

Screaming incoherently, he’s escorted out of the room. 

When he couldn’t hear the screams down in the hallway anymore, he took out his 
notebook calendar and searched for today’s date, May 13th 1927. Under it there’s only 


one appointment, marked for “Ayana”. What an unlucky Friday it was, the man thought. 


Experimental 


BY PO” 


The. As I approach the door, a man appears from behind and grabs me by the arm. 


The room. As I approach the door, a man appears from behind me and grabs me by the. 


The room is. As I approach the door, a man appears from behind me and grabs me by. 


The room is locked. As I approach the door, a man appears from behind me and grabs me. 


The room is locked and. 


The room is locked and 
The room is locked and 
The room is locked and 
The room is locked and 
The room is locked and 
The room is locked and 
The room is locked and 
The room is locked and 


The room is locked and 


The room is locked and 
Tturn. E 
Tturn around. Y 
T turn around to. 


T turn around to look. 


T turn around to look at. 


T turn around to look at 
T turn around to look at 
T turn around to look at 
T turn around to look at 
T turn around to look at 
T turn around to look at 


T turn around to look at 


T turn around to look at 


As I approach the door, a man appears from behind me and grabs. 
there. As I approach the door, a man appears from behind me and. 
there is. As I approach the door, a man appears from behind me. 


there is blood. As I approach the door, a man appears from behind. 


there is blood dripping. As I approach the door, a man appears from. 
there is blood dripping from. As I approach the door, a man appears. 
there is blood dripping from the. As I approach the door, a man. 
there is blood dripping from the top. As T approach the door, a. 
there is blood dripping from the top of: As I approach the door. 
there is blood dripping from the top of the. As I approach the. 
there is blood dripping from the top of the door. As I approach, 


Tam not the one to blame, so why is he looking at me? 

Tam not the one to blame, so why is he looking at? 

E Tam not the one to blame, so why is he looking? 
S Tam not the one to blame, so why is he? 

Oo Tam not the one to blame, so why is? 

the. F Tam not the one to blame, so why? 
the man. A Tam not the one to blame, so. 
the man staring. K Tam not the one to blame. 
the man staring directly. I Tam not the one to. 
the man staring directly into. L Tam not the one. 
the man staring directly into my. L Tam not the. 
the man staring directly into my tainted. E Tam not. 


the man staring directly into my tainted soul. R Tam. 
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By Bonchichis: 


After leaving my house to go to college, I was walking on the streets until I happened to 
see a girl alone. I got immediately dumbfounded. How can someone so pure and beautiful 
be in this world? She looked like a doll came to life, with her pale skin contrasting perfectly 
her black hair going just a bit below her shoulders. I couldn’t even see her silhouette entire- 
ly, but I never felt like this before. My life was just normal before this, studying, working a 
part time job and even going to the gym sometimes, but she made me forget about every- 
thing and my world was her. 

Suddenly... I found myself inside a room with a knife in my hand and sitting on a bed. 
I don’t know how this happened, I was unconscious for the past time, but looking by my 
side I found her sound asleep. My mind, for the first time in my life, was overtaken by kill- 
ing intent. Why did I feel like this? What was happening with me? How did I end up here? 
Obviously, my first action was trying to leave this room, but the door was locked, and the 
walls didn’t have any windows. I searched for my cell phone and it also wasn’t with me, so 
I just sat on the floor and decided to wait. 

I looked at the bed again. She was still there, and I could see her body even better now. 
Her eyes, mouth, legs, feet, hands, nose, neck, everything was enticing me. I was going 
insane. By every passing minute, I got more anxious, and started questioning myself even 
more. Did she also get kidnapped here? I don’t know. Do I want to kill her? Yes, I guess. 

I would say that roughly sixty minutes have passed since I got here and still nothing 
has changed besides the knife’s murderous aura invading my head more and more... Wait. 
Wait. Wait. She’s moving. Is she getting her consciousness back? I started shaking. She is 
slowly standing up. She opened her eyes. She is looking at me, scared. 

“Hey?” 

I stood up and started approaching her, tightened my grip around the knife, and hit her 
leg. 

She started screaming. 

Why am I doing this? 

“Kall yourself” she yelled. 

I was trembling. Although the notion of killing her was entertaining until now, when I 
got to it I just noticed how dumb I was for ever thinking about it. I ran away from her to 


the farthest corner of the room and started thinking everything over. “Kill yourself”, she 


said, and well, looking at what I turned into I might just do it. Wouldn’t she be blamed as 
the culprit though? I don’t care, I guess I will just kill her to save her from prison. Using the 
knife, I hit her head, and doing a rope with the bed sheets I hanged myself. This is the end 
for me. Goodbye world. At least I died with a cute girl. 
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Detective is a Potato | 


BY Tarlo_ X 


Tomato Tomato the | 


“The mystery of the talking puppet was an incidental mystery, the real mystery is find- 
ing out who among us is the murderer.” 

How many times are you going to say mystery? 

“T guess this murderer is another role you arbitrarily decided on.” 

I look around the locked room: on a nightstand in the right corner there’s a knife with a 
jar of tomatoes next to it. Those tomatoes are obviously the fake blood for this play; there’s 
another (empty) jar spilled on the floor. The knife looks real. 

Around my neck is tied a white apron with a big red stain at abdomen height; from 
my feet to the door you can see a trail of that red liquid. The Detective (a detective) have 
crushed a tomato in the right hand, while his back is all red. 

“Let’s see: I came through the door and locked it, you stabbed me, and from panic I 
tried to run away straight, but had the door behind me, so instead of going out I ended up 
in the middle of the room and then died.” 

“And why was I on the floor?” 

“You slipped on blood while chasing me. You’re stained on your hand because you used 
the knife, and your back is red because you fell on your back, while I have a stained abdo- 
men because you hit me.” 

The Detective (a detective) took a potato out of his pocket. 

“Or maybe I was the victim, I was quietly eating some tomatoes when you knocked on 
the door. I opened it and you strangled me (the costume makes the marks invisible); panic 
made me clutch the tomato in one hand while the jar fell from the other hand, spilling the 
contents.” 

Following this reasoning... 

“Following this reasoning, the red stain on my abdomen is due to your dirty hand that 
tried to defend itself. The apron I’m wearing is so I won’t get dirty during the crime.” 

And the knife is on the table. It has never been used. 

“Then we have a victim and a murderer, who is the detective?” 

“This potato!” 

I didn’t check the bodies to find that potato, indeed. 

That potato was the Detective (the actual detective). 


“Either version is fine. The murderer may have put the knife down after using it and 


cleaned it. At this point, however, one should reason why certain actions were taken.” 

A mystery for the sake of mystery. 

I make my way to the door, which was pretend-locked, and crossing the threshold I say: 
“You wanted to check how much mental gymnastics I can do.” 


“Bravo!” 


Later, he’ll tell me about what happened in the locked room after our departure. 


In the silence of the room, the second dead puppet who had never stood up lifts his 


mask and says: “I am the Murderer (a murderer).” 
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By Haya = 


No matter how fast you run, the world will always be one step ahead of you. 


You can struggle all you want and yet the blood will continue staining your hands, you'll 


see everything falling like a pile of dominos and the only thing you'll be able to do 1s watch. 


A house of cards is honestly a fitting comparison, wouldn’t you think? A carefully craft- 


ed construction you can’t just put together without patience and methods, right? 

Until the smallest gust of wind knocks everything over. 

That room where the one you love oh so much parted from this world is pretty much 
locked, you saw her off your house and then the next thing you knew she wasn’t there any- 
more, gone, bloody, yet so bright. 

The room is blue, they said, like the sea, a calm and placid sea stained by brush of 
death.She looked peaceful, they said, as if the killer wanted her to slowly drift away in that 


decrepit room as if she was out at sea. 


There is an abyss between you and those four walls, a precipice that feels so tangible 


because you really love being one coin short of achieving anything. 


I say before you give her some closure you got other issues to solve, am I right? 


Who Wants to 
Room Mi onaire? val : 


BY Thé Looked Room ‘tritiionaire 


You put down Anima: Re-made and Checkmated. You think it was alright. Decent 
enough foreshadowing to justify the trick of having two corpses in a locked room without a 
suicide through necromancy. But overall its pacing felt a tad rushed. 

Well, that brevity is why you chose it after all. 

Back to the keypad on the wall, you type in 732646284661. The screen flashes red. You 
try 63276626291. Another red flash. This seems like a dead end. 

Maybe you missed something in the room. You peer through the door’s window again. 
The darkness makes it hard to discern, all you can pick out are two corpses slumped over 
in their chairs. 

You check your retinal screen for more reference material. Some recent stories from 
the ACWA sound promising, but you don’t want to support their extortion of writers with 
your eyeballs. 

Before you continue your search, you’re reminded of something. A phrase that may be 
relevant for this situation. You quickly input 843967531. The screen flashes red. Of course 
that wouldn’t have worked, you’re a fucking moron, and you knew that you were a fucking 
moron as soon as you pressed that 1. 

Oh well, no reason to be so hard on yourself. It’s just a million dollars that you’re wast- 
ing away while everyone else claims theirs and drives the price of a loaf of bread up to 
twenty dol-. 

No, you need to focus. A flashlight! More information will illuminate this. 

You command your retinal device to shine. The light reveals some blood and detail on 
their chairs, but nothing stands out to you as useful. 

Sighing, you resign back to the retinal screen. 

ee 

After days of no noticeable progress, you stop reading short stories, hoping that full nov- 
els will be able to provide a trick more intricate, but that never ends up being true. There’s 
more foreshadowing, and more tricks, and a slower unfurling of evidence, but at the end of 
the day, it all boils down to the same slim bag of tricks. 

You consider calling a ‘great detective’. Some people have managed to solve hundreds 
of these locked rooms, and used that money to buy advertisements, promising you 80% 


of the cash found in locked rooms on your property. You know this because their massive 


be a Locked 
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advertising budget has exposed them to you constantly. 

But at this point youre too far gone, too stubborn. The answer has to be just around the 
corner. There’s no way that all of your suffering could have been for nothing, right? 

40k 

You don’t getit. Itwasn’t 2774994284661, 7647661, 78278284661 or 24433367277243 1. 
It wasn’t 83537678284661 or 782688688663554641 or a 967646531. It wasn’t a 6667837 1 
or a 446781. You don’t know what you've tried any more. You just keep seeing red and the 
corpses rotting. Eventually those too fade, until you can see nothing. Your focus 1s solely on 
the platonic locked room, with no particular resolution. 

Something clicks. 

Like the sound of one hand clapping. 

Your mind unlocks. 


You are enlightened. 


Labyrinth 


BY S; ”: ‘Rider’ 


Emptiness, so deep. I slowly submerge into it. Can’t see anything, can’t hear anything, 
can’t feel anything. Life is empty. Suddenly threads start to tie up. I remember that my last 
feeling was despair because of my breakup with Michelle. Life without her is empty. It’s 
far tll dawn and I walk back home, trying to gather my thoughts. I don’t look around, feel 
that something is breaking inside. Suddenly I hear tiers screeching and memory canvas 
tear apart. 

I am all alone again, but something is different this time. A lump rises in my throat and 
my guts start to clench. A thought strikes my mind «It’s nearing» and so I start to run. Stull 
can’t see anything. Feel vertical surface under my left palm and follow it. The wall turns left 
and right, goes straight ahead and then all over. 1 am running in circles. Pursuer is getting 
closer with every second so I can’t give up. Suddenly I bump into something. It feels like a 
door. I try to open it, but it won’t budge. I am locked with unseen horror in this maze. This 
is the end. 

Although, I can’t see anything, I still fear to turn back. It stands right behind me. 
Steamed breath reaches the back of my head. I feel his twisted limbs, body carved with 
wounds, shreds of skin hanging of his face. Now I understand that to face fear is to face the 
truth. Then I turn back. 

Bright light blinds my eyes. Cacophony of sounds damages my ears. Pain pierces 
through my body. That night I was going home. Locked on the thoughts I didn’t see any- 
thing around me. Lorry driver didn’t see me either. Now I am locked in this carcass. Only 


emptiness inside and paint echoes in this hollow. 
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BY Mike Malaza ~ 


The Other Side | 


The light glared through the window. Another day, the same schedule waiting ahead. Why am I so 
exhausted from yesterday, did I not get enough sleep? I swear nothing exciting happened, cause otherwise I 


would’ve been free by now. 


At the cafeteria, I picked up a quick snack and found a wall to lean against. I observed 


the crowd of jumpsuits and uniforms in hopes of anything interesting. 


“Hey, man over here!” 


one lanky inmate in line beckoned. 
“Thanks, my guy” another guy responded and entered the line right behind him. 
“What’s the big idea? You can’t just do that.” a larger inmate behind the two growled. 
“So what? It’s no big deal. We’re all going to the same place.” the thin inmate retorted. 
And with a huff, the large man knocked the two men’s heads together. Within minutes, 
the entire line had broken out into fighting. Guards rushed into the cafeteria to quell the 
tussle. Strangely as some passed by, they stared at me. Confused, I simply gestured towards 
the cause of the commotion. 


Breakfast passed by quickly after that. Then came allotted outside recess time. 


The inmates were waiting for the door to be unlocked. As I approached, they glanced 
my way. Unsure why, I called for one of the guards. 


“Hey guard, can you let us out? We only get so much free time.” I called out. He looked 
at me funny, pulled out his keys and unlocked the door. 


I made my way to the fence that held back my sanity and spotted the fields of grass 


sprinkled with flowers. 


Oh what I'd give to be frolicking among them. When would that be? 


“Whatcha starin’ at?” a voice behind me spoke. 


“Ah!” T jumped. 


Startled, I turned around. A guy in uniform and shades stood in front of me. 


“Should I repeat myself? Do you have mashed potatoes for brains?” His face grew 


redder. 


“Um, the fields outside. The flowers look nice this time of year.” I answered 


“Oh, are the flowers nice and purty?” he retorted. 


“Well, yeah. The colors are vibrant and healthy and I think-” 


Before I could finish, the sensation of a blunt fist striking solid bone spread across my 


cheek square in the jaw. I crumpled. 

“The next time I see you talking about some dumb nonsense and not being where 
yow’re supposed to be, you'll be pushing daisies. Now get back to where all the others are. 
You know you're not supposed to be out this far.” 

“Augh. Oufdhdmfdnf: Eudgrlebr. Yeth, thir.” 


I walked over to where the rest of the inmates were doing their activities. 


I stood watching next to other men dressed in uniforms, my face swollen with pain and 


tears welled up in my eyes. 


Where did I go wrong? Will I ever leave this place? How did I get here? 


The best I can do ts survive. Another day in paradise? Rather, another day trapped in hell. 
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Stuart Stuckingham was found decapitated in his bedroom. The door and window, 
naturally, were both locked from the inside. No other obvious paths of ingress either — 
nobody builds fireplaces anymore. The murder weapon was quite an unusual one. Stuart 
famously slept under a reproduction of Edward Hopper’s “Nighthawks” in a gaudy solid 
gold frame. Someone had fixed a sharp blade to the bottom of the painting, and through 
yet-unknown means caused it to fall squarely on Stuckingham’s neck. 

Here is the scene as Detective Carolyne Carwinkle saw it (where did she come from?): 
Nighthawks remains impaled into the bed, Stuart’s body on one side and his head on the 
other. The string previously used to hang the painting remains intact. Stuart’s friends knew 
that it had been hung on two nails, one of which remains in the wall, the other can now be 


found lying near the window. A rather long crowbar sits on the floor between the window 


and the bed. : ; ; 
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“Did Stuart have any visitors last night?” Carolyne inquired to no one in particular. 

Well, uhh, I suppose I can answer. No, there were no visitors last night. At least not in a 
time frame that matters for this case. Stuart’s head was separated at 10pm, and there had 
been heavy snow from 7-8pm. When Stuart’s body was found the snow was undisturbed 
for at least a quarter mile around his secluded home, not even a car had driven through the 
nearby road. Wait a minute, then how the hell did you get here? 

“Clearly this case was a suicide!” 

Makes sense, We’re halfway through the word limit, short on time to introduce more 
characters. Even the narrator is getting shoehorned into doing banter. Alright let’s hear this 
deduction Carol. 

“It should be obvious that Stuart used the crowbar to dislodge the nail, causing the 
painting to fall and decapitating him. We can be sure of this since the string on the painting 
was not cut. This also explains the placement of the crowbar and dislodged nail. He had 
to remove the nail at an awkward angle while lying down without much leverage, so with 
the amount of force he was using, once the nail was removed it was launched towards the 
window and the crowbar was inadvertently flung from his hands. 

“But how did Stuart make it fall by only removing a single nail? Normally if one nail 
was removed you'd expect the painting to just be hanging slightly lower and at an angle: 
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“And, well, that’s not what happened to Stuart. Moreover, we can see that the center of 
the painting is the same as the center of the two nail holes, so we know that the painting 
must have been hanging on both nails.” 

Ms. Carwinkle pulls out pen and paper (who is she going to show it to?) and hastily 


scribbles out the solution to Mr. Stuckingham’s demise: 


Locked? 


By Yuqumi 


I was locked in a room, with no way out 
Trapped in this prison, without a route 
Days went by, my despair grew 


I was by myself, as the time flew 


I tried to escape, but it was no use 

The walls were too high, the door not loose 
I gave up hope, and lay on the floor 
Thinking about all the things I wished for 


But then something strange happened one day 
I heard a voice, it had something to say 
“Don’t give up hope, don’t lose your faith 


There’s always a way, if you believe in grace” 


I thought I was hallucinating, hearing things 
I had lost my mind, my sanity it brings 

But the voice persisted, day after day 

Saying things that helped me find my way 


Tignored it first, and didn’t try 
I was too tired, and wanted to die 
I lay there waiting, for the end to come 


But it never did, and I was left numb 


As days turned into weeks, weeks into months 
I began to feel like I was in a trance 
T lost track of time, stuck in this cell 


I was nothing more than an empty shell 


But then one day, something clacked 
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I heard the voice, it snapped me back 
To reality, I saw the light 


I remembered who I was, my will to fight 


I tried and tried 
But nothing helped 
No matter my pride 
I feebly yelped 


All futile, nothing mattered 
In the end 

Stopping to pretend 

My existence shattered 
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An Unfortunate Chef 


BY JustIVAN 


In the evening of the cold winter Friday, watchful neighbors saw black smoke in their 
staircase. Smog came from the door in front of theirs. Old couple tried to phone the stu- 
dent who lived there and warn him about the fire. But the only sound they heard was 
the rhythmic beeping. About 20 minutes later firefighters crushed through the door and 
entered the burning room. They successfully found a source of smoke at the kitchen. It 
was a large cooking pot with the remains of what once used to be soup. They also found 
the dead student. Neither smoke nor fire was the cause of death but the bullet that went 
through his head. 

It was a hard day for me. This morning I suffered a wound in the right arm in a cross- 
fire near the jewelry store. Two robbers went on full GTA mode and started shooting ev- 
erywhere. Bullet ricocheted from the light pole and went tangentially. I have only been a 
criminalist for the third day, and already I have to investigate two cases... 

Ah... Yes, a student... The way the doorframe was broken by the firefighters shows that 
the flat was closed from the inside, with a lock that doesn’t even have a key, only a rotating 
handle. Nobody can enter from the outside, windows are out of the question too, because 
we are on the 10th floor. So, nobody could have entered or escaped... I don’t believe in 
“locked rooms”, these things only exist in detective novels. If there is a victim, the culprit 
should also exist, he can’t just simply vanish from the crime scene. 

Just in time when my mind started drifting away from reality an assistant brought me 
my instruments. I carefully pulled the bullet out of the victim’s head. It was a bit deformed. 
Hopefully the marks left on the projectile by the barrel will help me identify the gun. Shell 
casing is nowhere to be found... What else do we have...? Everything is covered in a soot and 
the floor was flooded, hardly any pieces of evidence had survived till this moment. 

My wet shoes and a frosty breeze from an open window added together and made me 
shudder from the cold. Once again, I slowly examined the room and went towards the only 
window of this long narrow kitchen. When I tried to close it on a latch, I noticed that the 
metal pin had no counterpart. There was a deep scratch at the place where the little rng 
is supposed to be. Chipped wood flakes were angled towards the inside of the flat, at the 
direction where the body laid. 

Lab analysis confirmed that the bullet fired into the air by the robber flew several blocks, 


then through the opened window and killed the student while he was cooking. The marks 
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BY Anima os 
001 


A performance is ongoing. 

For the next act, a cavalcade of clowns will try to fit themselves into one modestly-sized 
car. 

Smiling and laughing, they pile in one by one, until the car is full of the twenty of them. 

The last one in locks the doors. 

But this world just hates clowns. 

A power surge turns off the lights for what could be no more than a second. 

The audience’s confused gasps fill the building. 

When the lights return the whole audience can see the copious amount of blood added 


to the car’s interior. 
002 


A few stagehands start preparing to run, but a powerful voice stops them with a shout. 

“Halt! I am Octazilla. I shall solve these murders, and I prefer doing so without you 
riffraff tampering with evidence!” 

Octazilla moseys on over to the stage. 

The closest stagehand was twelve meters away. 

The exterior of the car seems as ordinary as any clown car. There are no indications of 
weapons having pierced it from above, below, or the sides. 

Octazilla opens the door. 

Blood and bodies pour out, but few unaccompanied organs do. 

Carefully going over each person, Octazilla identifies that none of them have any weap- 
ons. Not that they were likely to have stabbed each other; the car was packed far too tightly 
for them to move in that way. 

Yet they had all been killed. Stabbed, sliced, gutted, pierced, stabbed, bashed, shot, 
mauled, stabbed, and stabbed. 

They go over the interior of the car. It’s pretty normal as far as clown cars go, almost 


everything except the doors and general frame has been removed. There are no weapons 


The world ‘S Made out Of 
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visible, and no hidden compartments which could contain them. 
Octazilla has now finished their deduction, to be presented to the remaining audience 


members and staff. 


003 


“Fact one that you need to understand this case: The world hates clowns. 

“Despite their popularity half a century ago, they’ve increasingly grown feared and 
ostracised from society. Many people who are otherwise kind, tolerant, and free of bigotry, 
find themselves ending up hating clowns. 

“From this, you would expect that people would stop becoming clowns, and would stop 
attending venues such as this one. Or you would, if you didn’t know the following fact. 

“Fact two: The world is alive. 

“Everything from the smallest quantised packets of energy to the universe itself has a 
degree of consciousness. We don’t need to go into the specifics of the laws of that funda- 
mental field, but just know that it is true. 

“Humans are exceptional beings due to their naturally-selected means of harnessing 
this field. Our bodies toil, wasting tens of thousands of joules on siphoning consciousness 
from other particles into our brains. 

“These two facts combined make this case elementary. 

“The global will against clowns drew those people to join that profession, and ultimately 
killed them. Causing a blackout to absolve guilt, and using that window to reshape the air 


in the car into weapons, projecting them at lethal speeds.” 


Sentenced for 


BY Mike Malaza 


‘Life : 


How did I get here? What am I doing? What should I be doing? Who am I? 


Darkness. Endless darkness. My eyes struggle to adjust in such a tight cramped space. 
I can’t make out much in this otherworldly realm. A throbbing sound pulsates from above 
while other lower tones surround me. The only things that interrupt that never ending 


rhythm are the sound of my gasping breaths and the movement of my body in this room. 


A sharp pain starts to penetrate my lungs from the sheer effort of acquiring oxygen. 
They’re going to pop any minute. The walls of the space press my arms into my body as if 


to suffocate me. The environment itself is out to get me. 


As time goes on, the more I notice. I am covered in some mysterious fluid. Sweat per- 
haps. At least I hope it is. ’m practically bathing in it in this subterranean cavern. The 
gooey nature of this liquid I find myself submerged in is neither pleasant nor familiar. The 
substance clings to my person as if to seep into my soul. I feel as if I have died and yet 


somehow I still struggle on. 


The smell of the room starts to permeate my nostrils. It’s as if flesh and iron burned to- 
gether. On top of that, the room has been swaying back and forth occasionally. This space 
feels like a vision of hell. If only I could get a moment of peace. I wriggle myself around 
and try to orient myself to get a better sense of stability, kicking my legs and flailing my 


restrained arms. 


As I right myself, I hear a markedly loud, THUD! The earth shakes suddenly and 
somehow I am thrown horizontally. My head is throbbing and I feel a pressure on my legs. 
As the pounding headache, a concussion, I received continued to throb, I peeked through 


a hole in a wall of the room. 


Are those voices that I hear? I can’t make them out but they’re concise and com- 
manding. I had been conscious of the muffled noise connecting with me for the time I’ve 


remained here. It’s been days or maybe months, but the voices were never this clear nor this 
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The ground began to shake some more, and suddenly I felt gravity take hold briefly. 
Was I flying? Was I falling? It was hard to tell, but I was beginning to fade. I looked through 
the hole once more and could vaguely make out what was before me. Maybe my time here 
had dulled my senses, but I couldn’t place what was before me. It looked potentially soft, 
but I couldn’t tell no matter how hard I tried to remember. Suddenly I felt one last thud 
and everything around me felt spongey. What happened? I can’t feel anything anymore. 


“Aye, she’s been dead for a while now, and she seems to have been carrying a-.” 


“How sad, well she wasn’t the first and she ain’t the last.” 


The. F lure Club. in “Locked 
Room Meditations 


BY Genma496 
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—— After school, the Failure Club’s room. 
Three high school boys sat around a makeshift table made of classroom desks, idly 
passing time. 

g 

“Say, Nakaba-kun, are you familiar with the idea of locked rooms?” 8 


Looking up from a light novel with a big-bosomed girl on the cover, Itouin Ussaku ad- 
dressed the one next to him. Heir of the Itouin Corporation, Ussaku’s affluence is rivaled 
only by his decadence. Pathetic, perverted and corrupt, he is the embodiment of apathy, 
giving up on things as quickly as he tries them. 


“Ah? Locked rooms? Yeah, I know ‘em. They’re like the girls’ changing room ya keep 
trying to break into! Gyahahaha!” 


A bag of potato chips in hand, Habayashi Nakaba let out a crude laugh, bits of food 
peeking between his jagged teeth. Addressing everyone by nickname, including teachers, 
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refusing to read any book that isn’t manga and inexplicably carrying around multiple knives 
on him everywhere, Nakaba’s prime directive is always demeaning whomever he’s talking 


to. 


“Tl thank you to refrain from such plain slander. The allure of the changing room lies 
precisely in imagining the impalpable.” 
“Keep on babblin’, it’s just lame defeatism and ya know it. Right, Kyou?” 


Sparing Nakaba a disinterested glance, Kyoudou Kakuma’s gaze soon moved away, 
absorbed in the music flowing from his earbuds. Despite having never hurt a fly, Kakuma 
stirs unexplainable deathly fear into everyone around him. Children cry upon laying eyes 
on him, a gap of at least ten meters forms between him and anyone else, and it’s said he 


once gave a man a heart attack through eye contact. 


“Regardless, the topic was locked rooms, right? Though a specific term, it’s come to 
broadly encompass the idea of an ‘impossible murder’, a common motif in mystery nov- 
els.” 

“Yeah, so basically a buzzword for mystery-obsessed freaks to throw around wearing 
shit-eating grins, right?” 

“Precisely. It’s that very tendency I wish to emphasize. After all, shouldn’t the point of a 
mystery novel be the resolution, the catching of the criminal?” 

“T guess. And as an added bonus, making the reader feel all proud of themselves for 
solving a dumbass puzzle.” 

“Right. Yet, isn’t it strange how much the crimes, the chaos, the impossible locked 
rooms themselves, are glorified?” 

“Your point?” 

“The comfort of a mystery novel comes equally from the crime as it does from the 
solution. After all, locked rooms are far too elegant, fancy, beautiful to be called real chaos.” 

“People wish to feel capable of comprehending this world’s unpleasantries, be they the 
unpredictability of others, or the flaws in ourselves. Like a glamorous locked room, we want 
to imagine our defects as ornamental, just eccentricities to be encapsulated in one fashion- 


able paragraph. How hopeless.” 


“..-Hah? And why suddenly rant about this?” 

“No reason, ‘twas simply on my mind. Oh well, what do you think, Kakuma-kun?” 
“Kakuma-kun?” 

Turning his gaze to Ussaku, Kakuma took out one of his earbuds. 

“Sorry, what was that?” 

“Pfft! Gyahahahaha!” 

“T-It’s nothing. Just, you know... I truly hate mystery novels.” 
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BY Waty 


“Why people get so hung up on the why’s of homicide is something that I can’t wrap 
my head around, nor do I wish to do so,” he said, engrossed in what was behind his eyes 
more so than the eyeless body in front of him. “Most murders occur lacking such a thing as 
motivation,” his speech was followed by a noise passing over the apartment complex, and 
the ticking of a clock. 

I watched as he indifferently examined the crime scene. Apathetic. I like that word. 
It’s awfully convenient. But could I immerse myself into such a position? Hardly. I knew. I 
presumed. I wished. No matter how you look at it, convenience is hard to find. The man 
lying there would’ve probably agreed. Who are you. No, really. Who indeed are you. These 
strange noises I hear from the other side of the wall... 

“Does that matter now?” the deceased answered my pleas. 

“Who knows? I wonder if I genuinely want to know.” I responded with a wavering 
resolve. 

“Your complacency is the root of your incompetence,” he muttered without opening his 
mouth. “However, ’m just a corpse, should you pay me any heed?” my partner didn’t seem 
to hear any of this. Or maybe he just didn’t care. “Murder without reason, investigation 
without results. When cause and effect have betrayed you, who will you rely on?” Once 
again I didn’t know. Do I want to know? The clock ticks. The dog’s bark. And the sun rises 
once again. 

The room was sealed from the inside when we arrived, both the door and window were 
locked, and no signs of intrusion were to be seen. It’s my job to find the clues. It’s my job to 
find a culprit. But the hollowness of my talent, or lack thereof, just made it all the harder. 
And that clock, I can’t think. My partner decided to take a break and stepped out of the 
room to smoke a cigarette on the balcony. He closed the door after him. This room. I can 
feel it. I’m inside, but there is a world outside that ’m made to be aware of but not permit- 
ted to see. And the ticking of the clock only reminds me that time 1s the only force to guide 
me through. Is time who I should rely on? The seconds pass as I stand here. I can’t shake 
this feeling of uneasiness. Was this person killed for a reason, and if he has, do I have the 
privilege of knowing? ’m no more different than this man, both he and I are locked inside 
this room. In fact, I’m no different from the killer. Do I have a reason to kill? In the end, it 


doesn’t matter what I do, but why I might. Why I might push him off. But I can’t get out. 


Tm locked inside. I stand here, waiting for something to happen, but the clock ticks. What 
is that I need? Perhaps myself. 
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Me? You? Me, You, Us, 


The World is made of 1000 locked rooms. Locked rooms are all I have ever known. 
Trapped in a box since the beginning of time, not moving, not breathing, not escaping. The 
never changing view burned into my eyes at this point. My never changing view only inter- 
rupted by the act of taking one’s life. Everyday I’m praying to be picked next and have my 
life end in the same way but no luck. The view from within this box is all I will ever know. 
It’s terrifying. No matter where I look, everything is the same. Everyone’s the same. Every- 
one is me. I am everyone. 1000 boxes with me being trapped inside of them. Not literally 
me but differentiating between the real me and the others seems pointless. Once in a while 
this agonizing silence is being broken from distances that are not within my view anymore. 
I hear the same quiet voice echoing through this space.. “.o ...i...y ... ....m.”. Ah, I once 
again couldn’t pick on what was being said. The voice always barely outside my reach. Will 
anything change from me understanding its words? Will it give meaning to my existence? 


With questions like these the light turned off and my thoughts faded into nothingness. 


Being woken up in the same box by the light, same as always, another cycle begins. 
Locked in forever. Are the other “me’s” having the same thoughts as I have? Do they wish 
for death? I see their faces every single moment of my life yet 1 know nothing. What does 
taking one’s life even mean? I don’t even know for sure if my life as I know it will end once 
Tm picked. Will I leave this box if Pm chosen? Are the voices im hearing coming from 
other me’s? If so, why can’t I use my own? No matter how hard I try, my voice won’t come 
out. As 1 was thinking about this, my thought process was interrupted by the same voice i’ve 
been hearing since forever. “.o ...1....... ......” No luck again huh. This time the voice felt 
even further away than usual. Someone got picked again and it was not me.. Well, was it 
not me? Everyone here is me right? Meaning i have been picked and killed countless times 


already yet 1 live right here and now. Dead yet alive, different yet the same. 


As I thought the cycle would end the same way it always does.. Something approached 
me. Its size was terrifying. Never in my life have i seen something,. someone.. like this. It 
was at least twenty times my size but forget that. Its approaching me? Is this what’s been 
taking away lives? Is it finally my time? I was euphoric at the thought of finally having my 


life ended. Its hand is reaching out and it grabbed... “me” that was was next to me. I could 


hear the voice again, clearly this time. 
“To Infinity and Beyond” 
never escaping, And the lights turned off. 
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In my mouth? A ball and gag wet with saliva, stopping me from speaking, In my hands? 
Tightest handcuffs you could legally get your hands on, perfect for my weekly appoint- 
ments. My eyes? Blindfolded. My clothes? Thrown to the side. My mistress’ body? Lying 
dead on the bed. 


I had enough common sense to know what would it look like were people to find me 
with my handcuffs wrapped around my mistress’ neck, blood oozing from what I felt to be a 
wound on the throat (the cut was too choppy to feel like the work of a blade, like my pock- 
et knife), the same blood that now was tainted with her sweat as it had poured and dried 
onto me, making my body sticky and my odor repugnant as my nostrils were tortured by 
the smell of a deceased companion. The flies my friends at the funeral, sucking away from 
my own blood while attracted by the smell, their buzzing the weeps that welcomed me out 


of my slumber, not that the constant darkness didn’t make it feel like 1 was the one buried. 


I could barely move as I took my first step, the liquid lying below the bed too indistinct 


110 for me to identify with touch, my naked chest striking against the wood delivering a slight 
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pain that was not helped by the feeling of the liquid oozing as I attempted to get up, doing 
its best to wash away my partner’s dried blood as the world played cruel tricks on me. 
A woman with a promising career in medicine. 
A woman who wanted to let herself out like everyone else. 
A woman who wanted to live a life like anyone else. 
A woman who wanted to try new things, and someone who was willing to help her. 
For I would sing the symphony while she conducted the orchestra, just the two of us and 


the flies who watched by the window. 


I wanted to see her face. 
I was scrambling to find anything in that room that could be used to cut the cursed piece 
of cloth out of my sight, now being able to notice the open window as the cold wind hit my 


chest. My clean pocket knife was still on the table, just what I needed. 


I saw the cracked anesthetic from her clinic lying on the floor mixed with her blood, no 
mystery on what knocked us out during the act. 

Even if I wanted to look away, I saw both of the birds by the window. 

The vulture had flesh on its beak and claws, the cause for the throat wound, nothing 
more than a predator helping out its companion. Satisfied, it was already flying off before 
I could say much further. 

The crow it accompanied was left alone, holding on a pendant as it stared at me, our 


eyes meeting as we stood in stillness, the bird singing the weakest of songs as I drew close. 


Yeah, I get you. 
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Disassociation Disaster 


BY Tjou 


A part of me has been locked away. Which part? I can’t tell for the life of me. 

Someone has taken a part of me, which part? Again, how the hell would I know? 

I don’t know who could have done this, I haven’t met anyone besides my brother recent- 
ly and he isn’t capable of doing such a thing. 

Whoever did this to me must have done so intentionally, they’d be someone who enjoys 
making others lose their goddamn minds trying to figure this out and failed, that isn’t going 
to be me, hell no, not by a long shot. 

First off, a lot of the furniture in my house has been violently pushed or knocked over, so 


that means someone must have gotten to me close quickly and without hesitating, 
I swear I'm gonna beat them within an inch of their life for this. 


The front door was locked, so either the culprit 1s still inside somehow or they never got 
in that way, but I don’t see any broken windows or signs of the door’s lock being forcefully 
opened either, wait, why was the door locked then? Wouldn’t it just be disadvantageous for 
the culprit to lock an easy exit for themselves? This is the only way in and out of here after 
all, this doesn’t make any sense at all, this is just plain weird. I’m no detective but aren’t 
locked room mysteries supposed to be a pain in the ass to solve? Also wait, why am I trying 
to solve this, I don’t have any reason to not call the police and wait for them to arrive, if 
I messed around with the scene of the crime in any way they'd suspect me of being the 
culprit. 

Huh? 

What crime was committed to begin with? It’s nothing that can be proven anyways, 
there’s nothing that was stolen, there’s no sign of anyone else having been here, there’s 
nothing that would make this a mystery to begin with, why can’t I remember what hap- 
pened in the first place? What... 


There’s, 

there’s blood on my hands? 

When did? When did that happen? 
What happened? 


Wait. 
Where’s my brother? 


As soon as I said that, there it was. 

The body of my brother, 

sitting in a pool of blood, in the middle of the room, with blood-soaked footsteps all 
over the room now, the smell of it flooding my nose so strongly I barely held my vomit back. 

Wait. Wait wait wait wait wait wait wait wait wait wait wait wait. 

It’s all coming back to me now, nonono. 


It was, me. 


After that, it’s sort of hazy, all I can recall is picking up the phone and ringing someone, 
and now I’m sitting in a car. I get it now. 


I turned myself in. 
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BY Akemi-chan — 


SPloosh | ‘SPloosh SPloosh (That s 
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Hi, it’s me, Akemi-chan (not my real name, obviously.) Today (probably several weeks 


ago if you weren't the one to find this) I decided to murder someone in a locked room. 


Q1: Why? (I’m assuming that’s what you’re asking.) 
To mix things up a bit. It’s not like cutting people up in open rooms is boring or any- 
thing, but it’s nice to have some variety every once in a while. Speaking of which, I wonder 


why people don’t use the term “open room” more often? 


Qla: Why don’t people use the term “open room” more often? (You’re an idiot if you’re 
asking this.) 

Because it’s incredibly broad and refers to every mystery that isn’t a locked room. (Still, 
it has a certain ring to it. Maybe a stupid reader could be tricked into believing something 


is more complex than it is...?) 


(Qlb: How stupid is the average mystery novel reader?) 


(Very.) 
(They would have caught me already if they weren’t.) 


Q1 (addendum): Why? (In the overarching sense, if you were to take everything I’ve 
done into account.) 

Because I want to. Do I really need to elaborate? Because I won’t. What, ?m not going 
to ask you why you’re reading this. Weirdo. (Police officers and other official investigators 


are excused.) 


Q2: How? 
I found a stupid boy and lured him here using my cute girl charms. I then slipped him 


something, tied him to a bed and waited for him to wake up. 


Q3: What next? 
I started with the dick. He was surprisingly quiet as I cut it off (Probably because he was 
gagged.) I don’t do this all the time (if you follow me you would know), but certain types of 


boys are really fun to emasculate. ‘This time I put it on the shelf behind me next to the door 
as we chatted. Clearly within his line of sight, but I paid no attention to it until I plopped it 
in a glass once it stopped bleeding. 


Q4: Why? (Please be more detailed with your questions. ‘Thanks.) 
The glass was filled with his semen. (I'd given him a free hand job when he was asleep. 
Not much came out though, so I mixed it with water.) I made him drink it. (Only a few 


sips, though. I’m not that cruel.) It was sorta like he was fellating his own dick. Very funny. 


Q5: You sick fuck. (Rude. Also, that’s not a question.) 

I put the glass back where it was and duct taped the dick to the ceiling for you to find 
it. (If it’s on the floor along with the tape, please write a complaint in my (fake) name to 
the manufacturers.) Anyway, we chatted some more. He became increasingly unresponsive 
(Probably due to the bleeding from his groin, and the toes I was hacking off to shove in 
there.) and eventually died. I proceeded to dismember his corpse and left. What, you expect 


me to tell you how I locked the room? Fuck off. 
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Great Detective SoPhus 
| EPisteme | , 


BY ShadowE1£37 


“You see, my friend was in this empty locked room, all alone, and I walked in here with 
ten people just an hour ago, and we found him just like this, totally headless! Do you think 


you can help?” 


So I, an ordinary detective, was standing dumbfounded, wondering why the setup 


sounded so convenient, and also why there was no body. 
> 'y Y: 

“So where’s the body?” 

“What do you mean? It’s right here.” He pointed at the vacant concrete floor. What was 
the proper etiquette in this situation? Call his bluff and leave? Pretend I saw the body? Ask 
the other witnesses? 

“Bring in another witness.” ... “Young lady, can you tell me where the body is?” 

“Um... right in front of us?” 

The others all said similar things. 

“T’ll call in a Great Detective, I guess. No point wasting more time on this myself.” 

Great Detective Sophus Episteme arrived. 

“Do you see a body here?” 

“No bby 


No!? 


“Y-you don’t? But all these witnesses say there’s a body in this very room!” 


“Ts that so?” He asked the witnesses himself. “Then it must be so.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Articulate how a locked room works.” 


“Well, I guess the principle is that a locked room prevents someone coming in or out, 
which reduces the suspects to venters and suiciders. There are no vents and the room is 
empty, no knives or ropes to suicide with. Basically, there is no possibility left, with the in- 


formation given nothing can be true.” 


“So what do you think ’m gonna do? The impossible is impossible. The untrue is un- 


true.” 


“Well, isn’t that what a Great Detective does? Takes the impossible, and finds in its 


midst something we can believe in.” 


“Resolution Part: because you could not verify the existence of the body, you decided 
there was no body. If your friend was in the park today and said they saw a thousand pi- 
geons, isn’t it the case that you can’t verify it either? In both cases, you cannot verify witness 
testimony — it is impossible. The impossible is impossible. You will never be able to verify 
the words of a witness. But it was impossible for someone to enter the locked room! No, 
God himself may have come into this room and killed the man. This is always possible. 
But you yourself are a witness to the body; for no particular reason, you trust your own 
eyes’ testimony over theirs. Descartes: you cannot trust the senses; the only thing you can 
be certain of is the fact that you exist. Life itself is a locked room, where you are trying to 
find the one impossible truth to put your faith in, and the only way you'll ever find it, is 
to simply believe one statement more than all the others. After all, that’s exactly what you 
called me here to do. Once you’ve found your own silly version of truth” — he said with a 


scripted smile — “that is when you earn the title of Great Detective.” 
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“BY Animus 


Apparently mysterious locked rooms have appeared here and there around the world, 
and people keep solving them to pocket a million as prize money. 

The problem is that this threatens to bring about the end of the world. No, in fact, the 
apocalypse is already happening. 

Iam not talking about the dead inside the locked rooms, but about the prize. There are 
a billion locked rooms, and sooner or later they will all be solved. Think about it: a billion 
people will get a million... but do you have any idea what kind of financial crisis we are 
going to face!? Wake up! Inflation! Free enterprise! Competition! If one billion out of nine 
billion people get rich then the world economic market will fall apart, and a caste division 
composed of “who solved the locked room” and “who didn’t solve the locked room” will be 


created. Unbelievable, it would be like a club of fans of detective novels pulling off a coup 
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and establishing a world regime of locked room solvers. 
Gosh, who knew that detective novels would take over the world. 
The worst thing is that I cannot participate in it, because people have chained me up 
thinking I am in the same profession as my father. My father died just before locked rooms 
118 started appearing, and a group of people decided that that was the beginning of this eco- 
nomic apocalypse. 
My father was a clown. Literally. Who would have thought that clowns would be the 
heralds of Doomsday. Actually, a lot of people might believe that. I think everyone consid- 
ered clowns as anarchic destroyers of society. Blame Batman. 


They chained me up because they think I’m a clown too, but they’re wrong! I’ve always 


snutuy 


tried to get away from that idea, that I’m the rightful heir of a clown, but maybe ’m a 
clown in blood. 

If the death of a group of clowns set off the locked room apocalypse, then maybe I 
could conjure one locked room close enough for me to touch and solve it. 

These are all assumptions, but I am convinced that all locked rooms are solved by in- 


venting nonexistent logical connections. I want a locked room. 


From the ceiling I hear a clanging sound, look up and see a car used by clowns in cir- 
cuses. Hanging by a rope of unknown material, the car swings and lowers in sudden little 


snaps as if ready to fall and crush me. 


Of course, I am chained in a locked room; locked rooms want a victim. 


“T hate clowns.” 


And then the fall. 


With my skeleton shattered, and the sheets of the car merging violently with my body, I 


see the pool of blood widen until it touches a man’s boot. 


I recognize him, he’s an investigator named Animus. Geez, did you wait until I died 


before going inside? 


The detective approaches and answers me by grabbing a bundle of money bills. 


“Without a victim, it’s not a real case.” 
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Hidden Gem 


BY Mile Malaze 


The cold air nipped at my nose on my way from school to the home of my childhood 
best friend, Tandy Roy. A while back, I picked up the hobby of being an amateur detective 
helping out the neighborhood. He came to me in distress during a class break ranting about 
his missing priceless gem and how the door was locked. I just couldn’t say no. So once I 


arrived at his residence, I walked right in and headed straight for his fortress of solitude. 
“Thanks for coming,” He greeted me with a relieved look. 
“Well, let’s see the damage.” I steeled myself and he unlocked the room. 


I hadn’t been over in a while due to final exams. I gave the room a once-over. It was just 
as messy as ever. Not much had changed. The bed in the corner was unkempt. The win- 
dows were still bonded shut from old age and disrepair. The dresser next to his bed was cov- 
ered in clothes and his desk, on the wall opposite his bed, held books and papers on every 
surface. The drawers were bulging. His terrarium filled with dirt, sand and a rock sat atop 


the books. His backpack hung on the chair and some stuffed animals lay across the bed. 
“So where did you keep your gem again?” 
He gestured toward the desk. 


I moved closer and inspected every nook and cranny. I pulled out the drawers and bent 
underneath it also. Vampire Wars, Disco Wednesdayyy, and Kubishime Romanticist were 
among the crowd of books but no gem. I asked for his permission and then looked through 
his bag. Still nothing. The tank. Nothing. 


Observing the desk, it looked like some papers had fallen to the floor at the desk’s side. 
I checked to see if ‘Tandy’s gem could’ve fallen somewhere. Within the desk’s vicinity, noth- 
ing small and glittery stood out. I could not spot anything that looked like the gem ‘Tandy 
had described at school. 


My hands pored over every inch of the area around the desk but besides a few splinters, 
my search yielded nothing. Initially, I had no horse in this race nor any qualm with this case. 
But now at this point, I had become quite frustrated. I began to pace. 

How does such a valuable thing grow legs and walk away? The dang door was locked! 

I stared intently at the scene again. Then it hit me. I dropped suddenly to the ground 
and crawled on all fours. Anywhere a shadow was, I investigated. Within a matter of min- 
utes, I picked up a shiny black spider with yellow and orange spots, a jewel spider, from 
underneath the bed. 


“Ts this what you were missing?” 


“My precious little Jem. Thanks so much. I’m saved. How’d you find her?” he ex- 


claimed. He ran to me and took her into his hands. 


“A detective never reveals his secrets. But I'll tell you this.” 


I don my recognizable fedora. 


It’s all in a day’s work for Locke N. Keigh.” 


KALLSAW DLO ACISILNO CIMIOT 


121 


wey. USPPEH 


KALLSAW DLO ACISILNO CIMIOT 


Cc abin | Fever. 


“BY RamMaseta 


DECEMBER 24TH, 6:00AM 


My alarm incessantly buzzed in my ear, beckoning me to wake up and get the day 
started, not that it mattered to the alarm. I shut it off and stretched before crawling out of 
my bed. 

I was planning to make cookies today while I continued writing a novel, so I headed 
over to the fridge to check if I had the necessary ingredients. Eating cookies while writing 
has been a favorite Winter activity of mine. 

I live in a typical one-story house in a typical neighborhood. I work as a freelance writer 
from home. I have no spouse or children. I have no pets either. My name is not important. 

My life consists of nothing but sitting at my computer and writing, occasionally going 
out to buy groceries or pesky things necessary for survival. 

You might ask, am I lonely doing what I do, and the answer is no. Writing is the only 
thing I need, all other things are secondary. I found that I didn’t need a spouse or children 
or pets or even friends to be happy. After realizing that, I quickly became consumed by my 


122 passion and can make a living from it. Although, despite claiming that my everyday lifestyle 
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is near perfect, I can’t help but feel locked in a cycle of my creation sometimes. 

Butter, flour, sugar... Hm... 

After quickly scanning my fridge and pantry, it seemed that I had no milk or eggs. There 
was a store only a few blocks away, so it wasn’t a big inconvenience. 

What was an inconvenience was the six feet of snow that had mysteriously fallen over- 
night. 

Yesterday was a perfectly clear day, at least it seemed like it from outside my window. 
How could this much snow fall in a single night? Not only would I not be able to exit, but 
opening the door would surely welcome an avalanche of snow into my home. Divine inter- 
vention was my best guess for this happening, despite not being religious. Maybe I pissed 
off Khione or something, 

The forecast said nothing of this kind of weather, so I was left a bit miffed at this turn of 
events. Did the universe just not want me to have cookies today? A world with murder, rape, 
terrorism, and France is fine, but preventing me from making cookies 1s just going too far. 


In any case, I was locked in from the outside by an ungodly amount of snow blocking 


my front door. 

Well, since I was stuck inside for the foreseeable future, it seemed wise to begin writing. 
It was the only thing I did, after all. I didn’t feel like continuing my current novel, so I began 
writing anew: 

My alarm incessantly buzzed in my ear, beckoning me to wake up and get the day started, not that it 
mattered to the alarm. I shut tt off and stretched before crawling out of my bed. 
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Inside 


BY Haloyon Laurent 


As I wake up, with no memory of where I am, in a dark place, unable to see anything. 

I got up and walked in a direction, desperately trying to find an exit. Hitting a wall, fol- 
lowing it with my hand as I walk around to leave this place, I find a second room connected 
to the first one, with a feeble ray of light illuminating the room, while my eyes start to adapt 
to the lighting, I feel some wetness on the ground, the smell of blood filling my nostrils, the 
scent of death. Someone died, I cannot yet verify their identity, without having yet given 


into panic, I take a look now around both rooms, keeping the door separating them open. 


There are no exits. 


T let out a scream. Panic sets in. Breathe in. Breathe out. Breath in. Breath out. 


How did this happen, why am I here, what am I doing here, who left me here, how did 
I even get here, why are there no exits, why is there a dead body, did I kill them? Maybe I 
killed them and forgot, maybe I locked myself in, or made someone lock myself in after I 
killed them. Why would I lock myself in with a corpse that I don’t even recognise, or even 
if I did know who the body belonged to, there’s no point, there’s no point. There isn’t a 


point, is there? 


The fact that there is some light coming in means that there has to be some way to leave. 


Else why would I be left alive when the other person is dead? 


With a new found courage, or should I say desperation, I returned to the corpse, looking 
around for any clues to my escape. I found a keypad. Nice. Doesn’t seem to be any indica- 
tion as to what the code is. Also the body was covered in stab wounds, cuts, looking truly 


horrific. 


With the keypad now in my hand, I did the first combination that I could think of. After 


pressing the Enter key, I started hearing a whirring noise, and saw a cavity open in the walls. 


Finally, a way out. This ordeal is finally over, I can escape this horrible place. 


Letting out a sigh I ran towards the exit, paying no mind to anything else that could 


have been in this room. 


Once I had gone through the opening, as my eyes started to get used to the light. Finally 
breathing air that didn’t smell of death. I took a look at my surroundings and found myself 


in a house. And then, the memories came back. I know this place. 


I then returned to my room, my face sore from laughing, preparing everything for my 


next victim. Eager to go through all of this again. 
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BY Ramp 


A gunshot was heard on the second floor at roughly 6 a.m. I got up, pulled out my de- 
tective hat, and ran as fast as I could. 


Dude probably used a silencer, but I could easily hear the gunshot. 


Nobody was in the hallroom. As expected, I was the first one to arrive. 
I tried to pull the door open. Ahh locked. I tried to break the lock with a mini hammer 
T had with me. 


Shit won’t move. 


T exited the hotel and dashed to the back of that room. A tree. I climbed it and broke 


the window glass to enter the room. Can’t help it. After all, I’m a detective. 
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The culprit must be somewhere inside. Hiding. I cautiously moved towards the bath- 
room. I was residing in the same hotel, so I knew the room plan. The bathroom and toilet 
were combined. 

I tried to pull the door open. Locked again? 

126 “Open the door, motherfucker.” Police here.” 


“Open the door, or I will shoot.” 
Who cares? He’s already locked in the bathroom, and he can’t use that small window 


to escape. 


dueu 


I moved toward the body hanging upside down by its right leg. pulled it down and 
checked it. 

The dead body was shot in the head, right over its right eye. After some inspection, I 
found the Nazi symbol carved, not tattooed, but carved, on its right thigh. The culprit likely 
used a surgical instrument for carving and then burned it with a lighter or something. Why 
a Nazi symbol, though? 

Ah, I think it is known as a sacred symbol in Hinduism. I searched for its meaning on 
Google. “The womb of the universe, its essence, God’s poem.” 

Wait. What?! What the fuck? I searched further. It says that it is related to the other 


symbol known as the sound of God and is pronounced as Aum or Om. It’s a common male 


name. 
I get it. I get it. The culprit was trying to provide me with hints about his name. 
“Easy peasy. Motherfucker. You thought you could commit the crime, give the hint for 
your name, and escape from the room to make everyone think you are some kind of mas- 


termind. Well, I just caught you before you could escape.” 


“Om, open the door or I will shoot.” 


I pulled out my gun. I never used it once. Well, who cares? This is my first time, babyy. 


T will shoot at the countdown of 


“Your breakfast, sir.” 


I turned back and pointed my gun toward the front door in one motion. 

I saw a fat guy with snacks and Darjeeling tea entering the door while pushing it. 

He looked at me. 

“HOLY SHIT” 

I pulled down my gun. I slowly turned back and tried to push the door, and this time it 


opened easily. I moved inside, pulled down my pants, and relieved myself. 


“What the fuck?” I cried 
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Who | Wants tobea 


ie Locked Room 
jonaire? endetta 


BY: ‘The Locked Room Trillionaire 


Ryan had solved six of them, yet he longed for more. 

Even on the plane ride over to Melbourne, Australia he didn’t let up his search. So far 
there had been 7,000 reports of locked rooms being found on planes, including many where 
the airline didn’t notice and let the planes fly. He looked at the mechanisms surrounding 
his seat. This armrest, this chair, this life vest, was any of it a locked room? It appeared not. 

He walked over to the toilet. It said ‘CUPIE’. If this was a locked room, was that a hint? 
He knocked. 

He knocked again. 

“Almost done!” 

Rats, someone else got to it before him. And if they’re that close, he wouldn’t be able to 
unlock it in time to compete for the million. He resigned to his seat. 

For all of about ten seconds before getting up again. 

He headed towards the front of the plane. There was a wheel of coloured buttons and 
a fingerprint scanner next to what was presumably the cockpit. 

“There’s no way this is standard,” he mumbled, “this must be the locked room I’ve been 
looking for.” He failed to consider how the plane had been flying. 

Putting his finger on the scanner caused it to emit a depressing buzz. But in short order, 
three of the coloured buttons lit up. Upon pressing the first button to light up a pleasant 
tone emerged, but hitting the second one caused another sad blorp. 

From two rows down, a spiffy twenty-year-old loser watched O’Ryan My Ryan work 
his magic. 

ek 

After fifteen minutes of grappling with the twelve buttons, their relationships, and the 
increasingly long and fast series in which they lit up, he was forced back to his seat in prepa- 
ration of landing. 

As he walked out of the plane, the cockpit door was open. But an anomaly inside the 
cockpit drew his eyes to the ground; three thin trails of blood leading from the seats, out 
of the plane. 


she 


Pushing away his dismay at failing to claim that craft’s cache of cash, O’Ryan My Ryan 


returned focus to his original goal. The dense drug-addled city of Melbourne must have 
hundreds of thousands of locked rooms that its residents have overlooked. 

After his Auto-Taxi dropped him offin a random suburb, he approached the first house. 
The back yard had a gate. A classic locked space, and accordingly, one he could solve with 
ease. He reached over and flipped up the latch, letting himself in. 

He started exploring the backyard, whereupon he noticed a grate in the ground, about 
2.02 meters by 1.98 meters. This had to be the locked room he was looking for. 

Rust and weight made the grate difficult to move. After a few minutes, the first puzzle 
was done. 

He started climbing down the ladder and returned the grate. 

Suddenly. 

Rain. 

Flooding. 

Grate stuck. 
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They call me Shoey. It’s a name from my more rambunctious Australian youth that I'd 
rather spare you the details of for now. The important part is that this ol’ Shoey hasn’t seen 
a case this puzzling in close to 23 years. 

A rich man, on a locked two-acre company where he was the only resident, stabbed 
right in the groin region in his back garden. 

At least, that’s where we assume it took place. A trail of blood indicated he’d hobbled 
from there to the back door of his house, before collapsing. Dying from some combination 
of the sudden head injury of fainting, and the blood loss. 

Now, I don’t know about you, but when I see a case like this, | immediately think suicide, 
but a thorough search of the property, and the area immediately surrounding it, found 
nothing. There weren’t even any animals, aside from some fish in a marshland-like area 
jutting slightly past the property’s boundary fence. 

Which is my way of saying that I’m completely stumped. We could theorise something 
like a person climbing over the fence, picking the lock to the property, or being dropped in 
and lifted out by a helicopter, but if we consider those possibilities we’re fucked. There’s no 
evidence indicating that happened, and so no way to narrow down the profile on who did it. 

So that’s why Pm here again. While we mostly focused on the exterior of the property, 
I'm turning the whole place over to see if there’s a weapon hidden anywhere; even break- 
ing down walls if I need to. So far there’s been a lot of routine items; kitchen knives, fire 
pokers, self-defence katana, but none of them have a single trace of human blood, nor do 
they match the stab wound on that poor old fella. 

After a few hours of fruitless rummaging I hear what sounds like gunshots in the dis- 
tance. There’s no way the wound could have been from a bullet, but if the culprit’s coming 
back to take me out too, I'll shove my shoe right up his stupid little arsehole. 

But before revenge comes assurance. I text my comrades, letting them know I heard 
gunshots eastward, and that I’m going to investigate. 

Thear more shots. Same direction, definitely off the property. I walk down trying to keep 


as low of a profile as possible, and after a few hundred meters, I find the source of the noise. 


I’m horrified. Inside ’m screaming, but outside 
I’m temporarily frozen with fear. I can tell immedi- 
ately that this beast wants to kill me, and can kill me. 

But I’m not going down without a fight. 

I start charging at it. 

It remains still. 

I wind up a punch. 

Its head jolts up and starts winding back. 

Just before my punch can land, it shoots down 
with lightning speed, jamming its tremendous beak 
into my crotch. 

I collapse. I try pulling out my phone, but the 
swamp water has rendered it unusable. 


It’s over. 
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The 2022 Zaregoto Server Mystery and Crime “Fiction Anthology 


Huh? What do you mean the sun’s already up? What? It’s already 1 PM???? You gotta 
be kidding me. I HAVEN’T SLEPT A BIT! 


Good afternoon/day/and bad night, perhaps nice to meet you? I am the poor soul who 
had the idea of turning this fun game of “writing 500-word crime fiction short stories” into 
a full-on event for the Zaregoto Discord Server. 

The idea came to me after an Australian friend of mine sent me a link to a contest 
being held in Australia. I decided to write something, but lo and behold, they were asking 
for an entry fee, and you must live in Australia. Wait, this is starting to sound like one of 
the stories... 

Anyhow, we all started writing our own stories and I found myself flabbergasted at the 
ludicrous writing abilities that everyone holds, write more everybody! You are so good! So, 
after a bit the idea came to me: Why just leave these as Google Docs links on a Discord Server? T hey 
deserve better! 

And that’s how this very anthology you are reading right now came into existence. 

At first, I don’t think any of us were expecting a lot of people to participate, but by the 
end of the one week we had given from the announcement to the deadline, we had over 60 
submissions! That’s insane, I really owe you one y'all. 

I got messages from participants saying stuff like ‘this is my first tme writing something,’ 
‘this was so fun!’ “Thanks for organizing this,’ “can’t wait for the next one,’ ‘looking forward 
to reading what everyone else wrote!’ and ‘I will burn your house down.’ Wait, what the 
hell was that last one about? 

Whatever, the entire purpose of this anthology was first, to compile some great short 
stories, and second, to make an incentive for people who don’t usually write, to write. And 
well, I couldn’t be happier by how much we succeeded in this. Writing is such a wonderful 
thing, and I think everyone who participated in the Locked Outside of Mystery: -The 2022 Za- 
regoto Server Mystery and Crime Fiction Anthology-, thinks the same way, it’s difficult to not enjoy 
oneself when reading and being read by others. 

I feel like if I were to write more for this (A)fterword Pd just start to ramble, remember 
the first paragraph? It’s no joke. I went through all the trouble to learn how to use InDesign 
and made the pretty PDF (or print book in case you chose to print it out yourself) all by 
myself. Why? Because I’m a masochist (idiot)! This was way too much work; it has actually 


been days since I last slept! Like, InDesign 1s such a pain, I do not know how to remove the 
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indents on all the first paragraphs, so all the paragraphs are indented for eternity now, I am 
going insane. Wait I can actually turn this into a feature: it was the bad indent killer who plotted 
thas out all along, if you noticed it and pointed it out, you’re getting murdered in a locked room tonight! ...1 
swear I'll do better next time. 


Wait, I actually started rambling. 


If there’s something that I want to make clear to everyone who participated, and every- 


one who is reading this, 1s: 


If I get asked one more time for the release date PDF after this release I will commit a 
hate crime. 

Read more! 

Write more! 

If you only write mysteries, try something else for a change. 

If you’ve never written mystery, try your hand at it, it’s surprsingly fun! 

If you think the design of the book sucked, suck it up, these funny fonts go so hard. 

I will murder Seiryouin Ryuusui in a locked room. 

The cover of the book turned amazing! Go kiss @Genma496 

The foreword is full of buzzwords, just as I like it! Go read Jared E. Jellson’s blog. 

Go thank Kyle for making such a pretty epub! He actually saved my life with that. 


I will personally hug everyone who wrote something for this in the Australia 2023 Za- 
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Thank you for everything. 
Enough talking about me, go read what the authors have to say in the Author Commen- 
taries section right after the illustrator’s afterword! 


Have a good year, we’ll hopefully meet again in 2023! 


Kakuzo (A)kutagawa 


Illustrator's Afterword 


Hello, this is Genma4?6. I+ I've done my job right at all then hopefully 
the cover illustration factored at least somewhat in your decision to check 
this anthology out. I sure hope so, because due to the timing of this release 
Coinciding with the holiday period, | was away on vacation for most of it 
and had to cram 50 hours of work into four days. (kit-me) 

It was a pleasure to contribute, though, be it through the two short 
stories 1 wrote or the cover design. They say a picture is worth a thousand 
words, so | hope you'll pardon a little flouting of the 500 word limit. 


Great Detective Jingou. Jingorou: initially 
just came about through me sketching 
a random detective-looking character 
to fit with the theme, though I seem 
to have grown Somewhat fond of his 
moustachioed mug and his funny cat 
over the course of our 50) hours 
together. Perhaps hell feature in some 
other story one day. 
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The 2022 Zaregoto Server Mystery and Crime Fiction Anthology 


AUTHOR COMMENTARIES 


Genma496 The Locked Heart of Lockhart 


The whole story came to me after I thought up the names of the protagonists, 
then the title. It didn't really end up being crime fiction, though hopefully it’s 


enough of a mystery to count. (Kanji for Shin’s name: FSHED) 


The Roasting of a Jailbird 


These birds have visited my house four times today in the span of an hour oh 
lord do I need to talk to the landlord. 


Pope Pingas LXIX Together 


This isn't really a “locked mystery’, but I've always wanted to make a second 
person piece that’s mysteriously locked haha. 


Ronald Raegan A Bird’s Cage 


I'm to Jellson what Oota is to NISIOISIN. Godzilla? What are you, twelve? I'll 
beat the truth into your lapis lazuli pussy, bitch! 


Locked 


Tm not really a writer, but I decided to do this for fun. 


Jared E. Jellson The World Inside My Front Door 


This story started with the idea of “Australia as a locked room.’Originally that 
meant an immigrant finding the whole nation murdered. But, I think this idea 


of the “front door as the entryway to society” was more poignant. 
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This is not a joke. Contact me through any means. I want this vault open. ’'m 


willing to try anything. 


Kakuzo Akutagawa Locked in Ink and Paper 


The other day a friend invited me to a restaurant saying he was going to pay 
for everything, I thought it was nothing fancy, so the result was me, wearing 
cargo shorts and a hoodie, surrounded by people in elegant AF suits at one of 
the fanciest restaurants in the city. ’'m stupid? 


A Mystery in 497 Words 


Good evening. Tonight, I can report to the American people and to the world 
that the United States has conducted an operation that killed Osama Bin Lad- 
en, the leader of Al-Qaeda, and a terrorist who’s responsible for the murder of| 
thousands of innocent men, women, and children. 


Locked rooms are everything and nothing. The alpha and the omega. Even 
I, by making an afterword, am locked in this room. Books, too, enclose our 
thoughts. And pseudonyms seal the deal, do they not? Flee, reader. You. I. 


Like a Real Mystery 


The story speaks for itself. I have nothing to say about it. 


Getting A Head of It 


After agonising away at an appropriate answer, an atypical abstraction approached 
awareness, alleviating averseness. All Anima’s anxieties await an appraiser’s audacious 


attempt. Although, achieving any actual answer at all awards Anima’s acclaim. Anyway, 


all ambition’s appreciated. Always antitheist! Always antianswer! 


Ryuunosuke Okakura Australia is Made Out of Locked Rooms 


Whilst I am a fictitious person, all the organizations and people mentioned in 
my story are completely real. Wait...I meant the opposite. PM SO SORRY DO 
NOT SUE ME. 


Hokkyokusei Ran Pushing the Envelope 


It might be a bit too basic as a mystery, and it might even be a bit too basic as a 


story, but I hope it was fun anyway. At least I had fun writing it. 


Jared E. Jellson Count to Three 


This one started with the idea of a man visiting a store every day and finding 
the woman he killed the prior night waiting for him. The result was surprising- 
ly realistic, given that premise. 


This is what happens when you listen to Nas while trying to write something. 
You pretend that you're a master lyricist but your rhymes end up sounding like 
an Ohio version of Dr. Seuss. 


Nothing But a Head 


So, this is my first (short) story ever. 500 words is shorter than I thought. I got a 
lot to work on. It was fun and I hope that something similar will be held again. 


None of You Can Write! 


Yes, I am calling you out. 
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The Locked Room Trillionaire | Who Wants to be a Locked Room Millionaire? 


English has somewhere between 20,000 and a million words. There's 1000 
three-digit numbers. From that perspective, tens of thousands of the careful- 
ly-crafted puzzles in my rooms must have been solved this way. Perhaps some 


even thought their approach correct. 


John’s Poem 


Written in iambic pentameter, with a simple AABB rhyming scheme (apart 
from the first verse which starts in medias res). 


Our Pointlessly Broken Locked World 


Names of characters that share any resemblance to certain discord users are 
purely coincidental and not intended. Right? 


How do I even begin describing this 21st century masterpiece? This was the 
culmination of my 20 years of writing experience put down into a single story. 
I probably spent upwards of 10 hours on this. Hope u enjoyed it. 


Castel and friends Scrotum Inspector 


The only thing the French are good at is surrendering and nitpicking. 


Watershipdown The Fourth Man 


Based on a true story. Maybe. Probably. I dort have any sisters, i can’t be sure. 
Still, it was fun. 


Jared E. Jellson You actually hate locked rooms, don’t you? 


This one has a more essay-like texture, while being a silly parody of the open- 
ing monologue of Psycho Logical. I don’t think this counts as a story, but I 
hope it was still fun to read! 


The Locked Room Trillionaire | Who Wants to be a Locked Room Millionaire? F 


All errors in this book are mine. I, the Locked Room Trillionaire, placed them 


there as my one billionth mystery to the world. Solve the puzzle hidden in 


these errors and you too could win your own Locked Room Million! 


Locked Sacrifice, then Room Freedom 


This was my attempt at replicating one of the authors of all time. But apparent- 
ly I wear my influences on my sleeve no matter what I write, so you could say 


this story was completely unnecessary. 


This is the apex of my life. I will never achieve this again. 


‘Tomato Tomato Read the Sequel to Find the Potato 


Our days are full of mysteries, some are obvious and we discover them right 
away, others we would like to solve are impossible because some details are 
missing. For example, where is the potato in the title? 


Everything but a Head 


This “Sequel” was an instant idea I end up writing for fun. Count it as a filler 
episode. Or bonus stages. A secret unlocked after completing 100% of my first 


short story. 
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The Locked Room That Is My Heart 


I’ve never done much creative writing before but saw you guys doing this and 


thought it looked fun. 500 words is pretty short and I struggled to get my ideas 


across in that limit. 


The Smoker’s Lament 


Not really a part of the server, but had a lot of fun. Thanks guys! 


Alone with Myself, a Heart and a Locked Room 


My favourite kind of locked rooms are ones created by the mind, a none phys- 
ical lock, so I tried that kind. I don't write a lot, but ’m happy I got an oppor- 
tunity to. Thank you Zaregoto Server! 


The Locked Room Trillionaire [Who Wants to be a Locked Room Millionaire? 2.999.../3 


Look, when you have to create a billion locked rooms, eventually that task will 
force you to confront the question of what a locked room really is. This is one 
of my millions of pieces exploring that idea in detail. 


Locked in a Locked Room Inside a Locked Room 


Look the victim is very big and the Locked Room God is short. That is all. 


Singenue 


Ceres (something of a mix between Shiogi and Jun if they were infatuated with 
Fears) is the main character for this and also the main antagonist of the origi- 


nal idea I had planned, which was a locked room mystery plot. 


The Eerie and Artless Locked Room 


Authorial intent is a scam, dont believe their lies. 


Experimental 


I know this isn’t much story wise, but I wanted to try experimenting a bit with 


the layout. It ended up being more work than writing an actual story. Oh well, 


I can at least say that it is unique. 


Without love it cannot be seen... (I will kill myself too) 


Tarlo_V Tomato Tomato the Detective is a Potato 


I wonder what roles the reader decided on, for this story or the people he 
meets every day. 


Jack of Jackshit 


I went from doubting to even write this to just deciding I would have not 
found peace before it was complete, I think that’s pretty cool in itself. 


The Locked Room Trillionaire | Who Wants to be a Locked Room Millionaire? Z 


I don't know why you struggled so hard with this one, to the point of escaping 
from the world entirely. Frankly, I tried to make all of them easy enough for 


some average Joe to solve. Stop overthinking these things. 
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S. T. Rider Labyrinth 


By making my readers follow a man that runs from himself through the lab- 


yrinth, composed by patterns of his brain, I lock them into circle of repeating 


words. It’s up to you to find a key. 


Mike Malaza The Other Side 


I was inspired to write this after thinking about the monotonous insignificant 
lives people feel locked into. I wanted to crystallize that sensation. Since prison 
is the ultimate symbol for that feeling, I gave it life in this story. 


Picture Hanging 


Yes, I did just write a story around a cute topology puzzle I remembered from 
college. It's a bit like a locked room if you consider the “second nail” to be a 
“locked door”. 


Locked 


This story can be interpreted in various ways as I didn't have an intention to 
how it originally is supposed to be myself, so you can see it as a story about 
existence, about despair, about hallucination or whatever you desire it to be. 


Just IVAN An Unfortunate Chef 


Locked room is never really locked. 


The World is Made out of Worldstuff 


An awfully animated and adequately authored arc auspiciously arrives at another 


adjournment. As always, Anima and Anima’ allies alike arraign anyone actually ap- 


propriating any answer apportioned as actually authentic. As always, an axiomatically 


apocryphal answer appeared at Anima’s authorship allotment. 


Mike Malaza Sentenced for Life 


The philosophical question of existence, to be or not to be, is one of the most 
prescient questions of our modern age. I sought to use this platform to explore 


this topic if only briefly. Thanks once again. 


Genma496 The Failure Club in “Locked Room Meditations” 


Just an idle snippet of the Failure Club’s everyday conversations. If you want 
to hear and see more of these three, make sure to read my visual novel, The 
Failure Club, coming out... at some point in the future! 


The Form of the Forbidden 


These were the ramblings of someone who pretends to know how to write, 
who tries to put little details to make the narrative more intricate, but who 
lacks any sort of experience or talent. Regardless, I enjoyed it. 


Me? You? Me. You. Us. 


Everyone is a buzz lightyear figure, we are all npcs coming up with the same 
schizo story I will kill myself. 


Pies (a Stillness of a Songbird 


Hopefully I can come out of this not being known as the BDSM locked room 
author. 


Disassociation Disaster 


Hello there, ’'m Tjou, an amateur author who thought up this incoherent and 
weird story within an hour. I hope at the least it was a fun read, and I hope you 


read more of my works. 
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Akemi-chan Sploosh Sploosh Sploosh (That’s the Sound of His Blood) 


Okay, fine. Yes, that door’s the only one into the room. The lock is fairly weak 


and just needs to be turned 90 degrees in order to work. Oh, and there’ a lie 
in the text above. Have fun. 


ShadowElf37 Great Detective Sophus Episteme 


I forgot how to write a short story so I wrote nonsense instead. 


The World is Made out of Clowns 


Apparently some guy named Anima goes around solving cases where clowns 
have been killed, but I, Animus, would never dare to do such a thing. Lara died 
under a car, and she certainly wasn't a clown. 


Mike Malaza Hidden Gem 


I endeavored to write a more conventional mystery relative to my other sto- 
ries. To capture the perception of the reader and challenge their assumptions is 
true bliss. Thus, this story was born. Thank you for reading my works. 


I like to think that the protagonist breaks out of the loop by finally making 
their cookies. Do they ever get to make them? Who knows... 


Halcyon Laurent Inside 


This was my first time ever writing something. I’m also pretty sure I messed up 
some tenses somewhere. Pretty happy overall. 


Push it. Push it. Push it. 


The detective is a novice just like me. 
He still claims to be a professional in his field just like me. 


The Locked Room Trillionaire Who Wants to be a Locked Room Millionaire? Vendetta 


I was quite fond of O’Ryan My Ryan. He took a thorough, considered, ana- 
lytical approach to my puzzles. That’s why he managed to solve so many so 
quickly. But, like most people, he sorely lacked the critical factor of luck. 


Anima Awakened 


shoebill bird rain beautiful 

This story is about the cycle of violence. 

Win free money million dollar juicy tentacle jerky ripped tentacle stripping 
body stripped nude swapping licking thigh rubbing thigh edging tentacle 
swapping roommate fantasy doggy sex casual sex 
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The 2022 Zaregoto Server Mystery and Crime “Fiction Anthology 


——LOSE YOURSEL®, BE LOCKED OUTSIDE OF MYSTERY! 
DANCE THROUGH THIS COLLECTION OF SHORT STORIES AS 
YOU FIND COUNTLESS ANSWERS TO AN INFINITE AMOUNT 
OF QUESTIONS! 


ROM META-MYSTERY AND POETRY TO PARODIES AND EXPERIMENTAL 
NARRATIVES, OVER 40 AUTHORS JOINED THE CHALLENGE OF WRITING A 
CRIME OR MYSTERY STORY INVOLVING THE THEME Of “LOCKED” IN UNDER 
500 WORDS! EXPERIENCE A COLLECTION Of 60+ SHORT STORIES BORDERING ON 
THE EERIE AND INSANE! 


OR THE FIRST, TIME EVER THE 
ZAREGOTO SERVER MEMBERS 
HAVE COME TOGETHER TO 
BRING THE WORLD A 
TASTE OF THEIR WRIT- 

ING SKILLS! 


WITH STORIES BY: 
GENMA496, CX VOLT, 

POPE PINGAS LXIX, 
RONALD RAEGAN, KYLE, 
JARED E, JELLSON, HIKIKEN, KAKUZO AKU- 
TAGAWA, THE D3RP, YOU, MARO, ANIMA, RYUU- 
NOSUKE OKAKURA, HOKKYOKUSEI RAN, 4DIGIT- 
MEN, NEU, LEMMY, JOHNMK, THE LOCKED ROOM 
TRILLIONAIRE, NITOKU TENSAI, KURU, CASTEL 
AND FRIENDS, WATERSHIPDOWN, BONCHICHIS, 
TARLO V, MOOSEY, KIOSK, ZAKDJ, SINGENUE, 
BIORA, PO, HAYA, S, T. RIDER, MIKE MALAZA, 
SSAM; YUQUMI, JUSTLIVAN, WATY, JOU, AKE- 
MI-CHAN, SHADOWEL437, ANIMA UNLEASHED, 
ANIMUS, RAMASETA, HALCYON LAURENT, RANP, 


